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SOMETHING  TO  DO. 


CHAPTER  I. 

OBTAINING    SUPPLIES. 

WANT  something  to  do." 

This  remark  being  addressed  to  the 
world  in  general,  no  one  in  particular 
felt  it  their  duty  to  reply  :  so  I  repeated 
it  to  the  smaller  world  about  me,  re 
ceived  the  following  suggestions,  atid  settled 
the  matter  by  answering  my  own  inquiry,  as 
people  are  apt  to  do  when  very  much  in  earnest. 

•'  Write   a  book/'    quote  the  author  of  my 
being. 

"Don't  know  enough,  sir.      First  live,  then 
write." 

*  Try  teaching  again,"  suggested  my  mother. 
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"  No  thank  you,  ma'am,  ten  years  of  that  is 


"Take  a  husband  like  my  Darby,  and  fulfil 
your  mission/'  said  sister  Joan,  home  on  a  visit. 

"  Can't  afford  expensive  luxuries,  Mrs.  Coo* 
biddy." 

"Turn  actress,  and  immortalize  your  name/' 
said  sister  Vashti,  strike  i*  ^.  attitude. 

"  I  won't." 

"  Go  nurse  the  s«  <*»*•?*  s,"  said  my  young  bro 
ther,  Tom,  panting  foi     -  the  tented  field." 

"I  will!" 

So  far,  very  good.  Here  was  the  will  —  now 
for  the  way.  At  first  sight  not  a  foot  of  it  ap 
peared,  but  that  didn't  matter,  for  the  Periwinkles 
are  a  hopeful  race  ;  their  crest  is  an  anchor,  with 
three  cock-a-doodles  crowing  atop.  They  all 
wear  rose-coloured  spectacles,  and  are  lineal  de 
scendants  of  the  inventor  of  aerial  architecture. 
An  hour's  conversation  on  the  subject  set  the 
whole  family  in  a  blaze  of  enthusiasm.  A  mode 
hospital  was  erected,  and  each  member  had  ac 
cepted  an  honourable  post  therein.  The  paternal 
P.  was  chaplain,  the  maternal  P.  was  matron,  and 
all  the  youthful  P.'s  filled  the  pod  of  futurity  with 
achievements  whose  brilliancy  eclipsed  the  glories 
of  the  present  and  the  past.  Arriving  at  this 
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satisfactory  conclusion,  the  meeting  adjourned, 
and  the  fact  that  Miss  Tribulation  was  avai/able  as 
army  nurse  went  abroad  on  the  wings  of  the  wind. 

In  a  few  days  a  towns  woman  heard  of  my  desire, 
approved  of  it,  and  brought  about  an  interview 
with  one  of  the  sisterhood  which  I  wished  to  join, 
who  was  at  home  on  a  furlough,  and  able  and 
willing  to  satisfy  all  inquiries.  A  morning  chat 
with  Miss  General  S. — we  hear  no  end  of  Mrs. 
Generals,  why  not  a  Miss  ? — produced  three  re 
sults  :  I  felt  that  I  could  do  the  work,  was  offered 
a  place  and  accepted  it,  promising  not  to  desert, 
but  stand  ready  to  march  on  Washington  at  an 
hour's  notice. 

A  few  days  were  necessary  for  the  letter  con* 
taining  my  request  and  recommendation  to  reach 
head-quarters,  and  another,  containing  my  com- 
mission,  to  return ;  therefore,  no  time  was  to  be 
lost ;  and,  heartily  thanking  my  pair  of  friends,  I 
tore  home  through  the  December  slush  as  if  the 
rebels  were  after  me,  and,  like  many  another  re 
cruit,  burst  in  upon  my  family  with  the  announce 
ment — 

"  I've  enlisted  I" 

An  impressive  silence  followed.  Tom,  the 
irrepressible,  broke  it  with  a  slap  on  the  shoulder, 
and  the  graceful  compliment — 


8  Something  to  Do. 

\        "  Old  Trib,  you're  a  trump  !" 

"  Thank  you;  then  I'll  take  something  :"  which 
I  did,  in  the  shape  of  dinner,  reeling  off  my  news 
at  the  rate  of  three  dozen  words  to  a  mouthful ; 
and,  as  every  one  else  talked  equally  fast,  and  all 
together,  the  scene  was  most  inspiring. 

As  boys  going  to  sea  immediately  become  nau 
tical  in  speech,  walk  as  if  they  already  nad  their 
"sea  legs"  on,  and  shiver  their  timbers  on  all  pos 
sible  occasions,  so  I  turned  military  at  once,  called 
my  dinner  my  rations,  saluted  all  new  comers,  and 
ordered  a  dress  parade  that  very  afternoon.  Having 
reviewed  every  rag  I  possessed,  I  detailed  some 
for  picket  duty  while  airing  over  the  fence;  some 
to  the  sanitary  influences  of  the  wash-tub ;  others 
to  mount  guard  in  the  trunk ;  while  the  weak  and 
wounded  went  to  the  Work-basket  Hospital,  to  be 
made  ready  for  active  service  again.  To  this 
squad  I  devoted  myself  for  a  week;  but  all  was 
done,  and  I  had  time  to  get  powerfully  impatient 
before  the  letter  came.  It  did  arrive,  however,  and 
brought  a  disappointment  along  with  its  goodwill 
and  ft 'endliness,  for  it  told  me  that  the  place  in 
the  Armoury  Hospital  that  I  supposed  I  was  to 
take,  was  already  filled,  and  a  much  less  desirable 
one  at  Hurly-burly  House  was  offered  instead. 

"That's  just  your  luck,  Trib.     Til  take  your 
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trunk  up  to  the  garret  for  you  again ;  for  of  course 
you  won't  go,"  Tom  remarked,  with  the  disdainful 
pity  which  small  boys  affect  when  they  get  into 
their  teens.  I  was  wavering  in  my  secret  soul,  but 
that  settled  the  matter,  and  I  crushed  him  on  the 
spot  with  martial  brevity — 

"  It  is  now  one ;  I  shall  march  at  six/' 

I  have  a  confused  recollection  of  spending  the 
afternoon  in  pervading  the  house  like  an  executive 
whirlwind,  with  my  family  swarming  after  me,  all 
working,  talking,  prophesying  and  lamenting,  while 
I  packed  my  "  go-abroady  "  possessions,  tumbled 
the  rest  into  two  big  boxes,  danced  on  the  lids 
till  they  shut,  and  gave  them  in  charge,  with  the 
direction, — 

"  If  I  never  come  back,  make  a  bonfire  of 
them." 

Then  I  choked  down  a  cup  of  tea,  generously 
salted  instead  of  sugared  by  some  agitated  relative, 
shouldered  my  knapsack — it  was  only  a  travelling 
/>ag,  but  do  let  me  preserve  the  unities — hugged 
my  family  three  times  all  round  without  a  vestige 
of  unmanly  emotion,  till  a  certain  dear  old  lady 
broke  down  upon  my  neck,  with  a  despairing  sort 
of  wail — 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear,  lin\v  can  I  let  you 
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"  PJ1  stay  if  you  say  so,  mother." 

"But  I  don't;  go,  and  the  Lord  will  take  ,.fl 
of  you." 

Much  of  the  Roman  matron's  courage  had 
gone  into  the  Yankee  matron's  composition,  and, 
in  spite  of  her  tears,  she  would  have  sent  ten  sons 
to  the  war,  had  she  possessed  them,  as  freely  as 
she  sent  one  daughter,  smiling  and  flapping  on  the 
door-step  till  I  vanished,  though  the  eyes  that 
followed  me  were  very  dim,  and  the  handkerchief 
she  waved  was  very  wet. 

My  transit  from  The  Gables  to  the  village 
station  was  a  funny  mixture  of  good  wishes  and 
good  byes,  mud-puddles  and  shopping.  A  De 
cember  twilight  is  not  the  most  cheering  time  to 
enter  upon  a  somewhat  perilous  enterprise,  and, 
but  for  the  presence  of  Vashti  and  neighbour 
Thorn,  I  fear  that  I  might  have  added  a  drop  of 
the  briny  to  the  native  moisture  of — 

"  The  town  I  left  behind  me  ;" 

though  I'd  no  thought  of  giving  in:  oh,  bless  you, 
no !  When  the  engine  screeched,  "  Here  we 
are/'  I  clutched  my  escort  in  a  fervent  embrace, 
and  skipped  into  the  car  with  as  blithe  a  farewell 
as  if  going  on  a  bridal  tour  —  though  I  believe 
brides  don't  usually  wear  cavernous  black  bonnets 
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and  fuzzy  brown  coats,  with  a  hair-brush,  a  pair 
of  rubbers,  two  books,  and  a  bag  of  gingerbread 
distorting  the  pockets  of  the  same.  If  I  thought 
that  any  one  would  believe  it,  I'd  boldly  state  that 
I  slept  from  C.  to  B.,  which  would  simplify  mat 
ters  immensely  \  but  as  I  know  they  wouldn't, 
I'll  confess  that  the  head  under  the  funereal  coal- 
hod  fermented  with  all  manner  of  high  thoughts 
and  heroic  purposes  "  to  do  or  to  die," — perhaps 
both ;  and  the  heart  under  the  fuzzy  brown  coat 
felt  very  tender  with  the  memory  of  the  dear  old 
lady,  probably  sobbing  over  her  army  socks,  and 
the  loss  of  her  topsy-turvey  Trib.  At  this  juncture 
I  took  the  veil,  and  what  I  did  behind  it  is  no 
body's  business ;  but  I  maintain  that  the  soldier, 
who  cries  when  his  mother  say*t*  ''  Good-bye/'  is 
the  boy  to  fight  best  and  die  Ixavest,  when  the 
time  comes,  or  go  back  to  her  better  than  he  went. 

Till  nine  o'clock  I  trotted  about  the  city 
streets,  doing  those  last  errands  which  no  women 
would  even  go  to  heaven  without  attempting,  if 
she  could.  Then  I  went  to  my  usual  refuge,  and, 
fully  intending  to  keep  awake,  as  a  sort  of  vigil 
appropriate  to  the  occasion,  fell  fast  asleep  and 
dreamed  propitious  dreams  till  my  rosy-faced 
cousin  waked  me  with  a  kiss. 

A  bright  day  smiled  upon  my  enterprise,  and 
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at  ten  I  reported  myself  to  my  General,  received 
last  instructions  and  no  end  of  the  sympathetic 
encouragement  which  women  give,  in  look,  touch, 
and  tone  more  effectually  than  in  words.  The 
next  step  was  to  get  a  free  pass  to  Washington, 
for  Pd  no  desire  to  waste  my  substance  on  rail 
road  companies  when  "  the  boys "  needed  even  a 
spinster's  mite.  A  friend  of  mine-  had  procured 
such  a  pass,  and  I  was  bent  on  doing  likewise, 
though  I  had  to  face  the  president  of  the  railroad 
to  accomplish  it.  I'm  a  bashful  individual,  though 
I  can't  get  any  one  to  believe  it ;  so  it  cost  me  a 
great  effort  to  poke  about  the  Worcester  station 
till  the  right  door  appeared,  then  walk  into  a  room 
containing  several  gentlemen,  and  blunder  out  my 
request  in  a  high  state  of  stammer  and  blush. 
Nothing  could  have  been  more  courteous  than  this 
dreaded  President,  but  it  was  evident  that  I  had 
made  as  absurd  a  demand  as  if  I  had  asked  for  the 
nose  off  his  respectable  face.  He  referred  me  tp 
ihe  Governor  at  the  State  House,  and  I  backed 
out,  leaving  him  no  doubt  to  regret  that  such  mild 
maniacs  were  left  at  large.  Here  was  a  Scylla  ano1 
Charybdis  business  :  as  if  a  President  wasn't  try. 
ing  enough,  without  the  Governor  of  Massachu 
setts  and  the  hub  of  the  hub  piled  on  top  of  that. 
"  I  never  can  do  it,"  thought  I.  "  Tom  will  hoot 
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at  you  if  you  don't,"  whispered  the  inconvenient 
ittle  voice  that  is  always  goading  people  to  the 
performance  of  disagreeable  duties,  and  always 
appeals  to  the  most  effective  agent  to  produce  the 
proper  result.  The  idea  of  allowing  any  boy  that 
ever  wore  a  felt  basin  and  a  shoddy  jacket  with  a 
microscopic  tail,  to  crow  over  me,  was  preposterous, 
so  giving  myself  a  mental  slap  for  such  faint 
heartedness,  I  steamed  away  across  the  Common^ 
wondering  if  I  ought  to  say  "  your  Honour,"  or 
simply  "  Sir,"  and.  decided  upon  the  latter,  forti 
fying  myself  with  recollections  of  an  evening  in  a 
charming  green  library,  where  I  beheld  the  Gover 
nor  placidly  consuming  oysters,  and  laughing  as  if 
Massachusetts  was  a  myth,  and  he  had  no  heavier 
burden  on  his  shoulders  than  his  host's  handsome 
hands. 

Like  an  energetic  fly  in  a  very  large  cobweb,  I 
struggled  through  the  State  House,  getting  into  all 
the  wrong  rooms  and  none  of  the  light,  till  I 
turned  desperate,  and  went  into  one,  resolving  not 
to  come  out  till  Pd  made  somebody  hear  and 
answer  me.  I  suspect  that  of  ail  the  wrong  places 
I  had  blundered  into,  this  was  the  most  so.  But 
I  didn't  care ;  and,  though  the  apartment  was  ful1 
of  soldiers,  surgeons,  starers,  and  spittoons,  1 
cornered  a  perfectly  incapable  person,  and  pro« 


14  Something  to  Do. 

ceeded  co  pump  for  information  with  the  follow, 
ing  result : 

"  Was  the  Governor  anywhere  about  ?  " 

No,  he  wasn't. 

"  Could  he  tell  me  where  to  look  ?  " 

No,  he  couldn't. 

"  Did  he  know  anything  about  free  passes  ?  n 

No,  he  didn't. 

i     "Was  there  any  one  there  of  whom  I  could 
inquire  ? " 

Not  a  person. 

"  Did  he  know  of  any  place  where  information 
could  be  obtained  ?" 

Not  a  place. 

"  Coulcl  he  throw  the  smallest  gleam  of  light 
upon  the  matter,  in  any  way  ? " 

Not  a  ray. 

I  am  naturally  irascible,  and  if  I  could  have 
shaken  this  negative  gentleman  vigorously,  the 
relief  would  have  been  immense.  The  prejudices 
of  society  forbidding  this  mode  of  redress,  I  merely 
glowered  at  him  ;  and,  before  my  wrath  found 
vent  in  words,  my  General  appeared,  having  seen 
me  from  an  opposite  window,  and  come  to  know 
what  I  was  about.  At  her  command  the  languid 
gentleman  woke  up,  and  troubled  himself  to 
remember  that  Major  01  Sergeant  or  something 
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Me  K.  knew  all  about  the  tickets,  and  his  office 
was  in  Milk  Street.  I  perked  up  instanter,  and 
then,  as  if  the  exertion  was  too  much  for  him,  wria: 
did  this  animated  wet  blanket  do  but  add — 

"  I  think  Me  K.  may  have  left  Milk  Street, 
AOW,  and  I  don't  know  where  he  has  gone." 

"  Never  mind ;  the  new  comers  will  know 
where  he  has  moved  to,  my  dear,  so  don't  be  dis 
couraged  ;  and  if  you  don't  succeed,  come  to  me, 
and  we  will  see  what  to  do  next/'  said  my 
General. 

I  blessed  her  in  a  fervent  manner  and  a  cool 
hall,  fluttered  round  the  corner,  and  bore  down 
upon  Milk  Street,  bent  on  discovering  Me  K.  if 
such  a  being  was  to  be  found.  He  wasn't,  and 
the  ignorance  of  the  neighbourhood  was  really 
pitiable.  Nobody  knew  anything,  and  after 
tumbling  over  bundles  of  leather,  bumping  against 
big  boxes,  being  nearly  annihilated  by  descending 
bales,  and  sworn  at  by  aggravated  truckmen,  I 
finally  elicited  the  advice  to  look  for  Me  K.  in 
Haymarket  Square.  Who  my  imformant  was 
I've  really  forgotten ;  for.  having  hailed  several 
busy  gentlemen,  some  one  of  them  fabricated  this 
delusive  quietus  for  the  perturbed  spirit,  who  in 
stantly  departed  to  the.  sequestered  locality  he 
named.  If  I  had  been  in  search  of  the  Koh-i-noor 
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diamond  I  should  have  been  as  likely  to  find  it 
there  as  any  vestige  of  Me  K.  I  stared  at  signs, 
inquired  in  shops,  invaded  an  eating  house,  visited 
the  recruiting  tent  in  the  middle  of  the  Squarej 
made  myself  a  nuisance  generally,  and  accumu 
lated  mud  enough  to  retard  another  Nile.  All  in 
vain :  and  I  mournfully  turned  my  face  toward 
the  General's,  feeling  that  I  should  be  forced  to 
enrich  the  railroad  company  after  all;  wheH; 
suddenly,  I  beheld  that  admirable  young  man, 
brother-in-law  Darby  Coobiddy,  Esq.  I  arrested 
him  with  a  burst  of  news,  and  wants,  and  woes, 
which  caused  his  manly  countenance  to  lose  its 
usual  repose. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  boy,  Pm  going  to  Washington 
at  five,  and  I  can't  find  the  free  ticket  man,  and 
there  won't  be  time  to  see  Joan,  and  I'm  so  tired 
and  cross  I  don't  know  what  to  do ;  and  will  you 
help  me,  like  a  cherub  as  you  are  ?  " 

"Oh,  yes,  of  course.  I  know  a  fellow  who 
will  set  us  right,"  responded  Darby,  mildly  ex 
cited,  and  darting  into  some  kind  of  an  office; 
held  counsel  with  an  invisible  angel,  who  sent 
him  out  radiant.  "All  serene.  I've  got  him. 
I'll  see  you  through  the  business,  and  then  gel 
Joan  from  the  Dove  Cote  in  time  to  see  you  off." 

I'm  a  woman's  rights  woman,  and  if  any  man 
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had  offered  help  in  the  morning,  I  should  have 
condescendingly  refused  it,  sure  that  I  could  do 
everything  as  well,  if  not  better,  myself.  My 
strong-mindedness  had  rather  abated  since  then, 
and  I  was  now  quite  ready  to  be  a  "timid 
trembler/'  if  necessary.  Dear  me!  how  easily 
Darby  did  it  all :  he  just  asked  one  question, 
received  an  answer,  tucked  me  under  his  arm,  and 
in  ten  minutes  I  stood  in  the  presence  of  Me  K., 
the  Desired. 

"  Now  my  troubles  are  over/'  thought  I,  and 
as  usual  was  direfully  mistaken. 

"  You  will  have  to  get  a  pass  from  Dr.  H.,  in 
Temple  Place,  before  I  can  give  you  a  pass, 
madam/'  answered  Me  K.,  as  blandly  as  if  he 
wasn't  carrying  desolation  to  my  soul.  Oh, 
indeed!  why  didn't  he  send  me  to  Dorchester 
Heights,  India  Wharf,  or  Bunker  Hill  Monument, 
and  done  with  it  ?  Here  I  was,  after  a  morning's 
tramp,  down  in  some  place  about  Dock  Square, 
and  was  told  to  step  to  Temple  Place.  Nor  was 
that  all ;  he  might  as  well  have  asked  me  to  catch 
a  humming-bird,  toast  a  salamander,  or  call  on 
the  man  in  the  moon,  as  find  a  doctor  at  home  at 
the  busiest  hour  of  the  day.  It  was  a  blow ;  but 
weariness  had  extinguished  enthusiasm,  and  resig 
nation  clothed  me  as  a  garment.  I  sent  Darbv 
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for  Joan,  and  doggedly  paddled  off,  feeling  that 
mud  was  my  native  element,  and  quite  sure  that 
the  evening  papers  would  announce  the  appear 
ance  of  the  Wandering  Jew,  in  feminine  habili 
ments. 

"Is  Dr.  H.  in?" 

"  No,  mum,  he  ain't." 

Of  course  he  wasn't;  I  knew  that  before  I 
asked:  and,  considering  it  all  in  the  light  of  a 
hollow  mockery,  added  : 

"  When  will  he  probably  return  ?  " 

If  the  damsel  had  said  "ten  to-night,"  I 
should  have  felt  a  grim  satisfaction,  in  the  fulfil 
ment  of  my  own  dark  prophecy;  but  she  said, 
"  At  two,  mum ;"  and  I  felt  it  a  personal 
insult. 

"  Pll  call  then.  Tell  him  my  business  is 
important :"  with  which  mysteriously  delivered 
message  I  departed,  hoping  that  I  left  her  con 
sumed  with  curiosity ;  for  mud  rendered  me  an 
object  of  interest. 

By  way  of  resting  myself,  I  crossed  the  Com- 
mon,  for  the  third  time,  bespoke  the  carriage,  got 
some  lunch,  packed  my  purchases,  smoothed  my 
plumage,  and  was  back  again,  as  the  clock  struck 
two.  The  Doctor  hadn't  come  yet;  and  I  was 
morally  certain  that  he  would  not,  till,  having 
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waited  till  the  last  minute,  I  was  driven  to  buy  a 
ticket,,  and,  five  minutes  after  the  irrevocable  det  d 
was  done,  he  would  be  at  my  service,  with  all 
manner  of  helpful  documents  and  directions. 
Everything  goes  by  contraries  with  me;  so, 
having  made  up  my  mind  to  be  disappointed,  of 
course  I  wasn't ;  for,  presently,  in  walked  Dr.  H., 
and  no  sooner  had  he  heard  my  errand,  and 
glanced  at  my  credentials,  than  he  said,  with  the 
most  engaging  readiness  : 

"  I  will  give  you  the  order  with  pleasure, 
madam." 

Words  cannot  express  how  soothing  and  de 
lightful  it  was  to  find,  at  last,  somebody  who 
could  do  what  I  wanted,  without  sending  me  from 
Dan  to  Beersheba,  for  a  dozen  other  bodies  to  do 
something  else  first.  Peace  descended,  like  oil, 
upon  the  ruffled  waters  of  my  being,  as  I  sat 
listening  to  the  busy  scratch  of  his  pen ;  and. 
when  he  turned  about,  giving  me  not  only  the 
order,  but  a  papei  of  directions  wherewith  to 
smooth  away  all  difficulties  between  Boston  and 
Washington,  I  felt  as  did  poor  Christian  when 
the  Evangelist  gave  him  the  scroll,  on  the  safe 
side  of  the  Slough  of  Despond.  Pve  no  doubt 
many  dismal  nurses  have  inflicted  themselves 
upon  the  worthy  gentleman  since  then;  but 
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I  am  sure  none  have  been  more  kindly  helped, 
or  ar$  more  grateful,  than  T.  P.;  for  that 
short  interview  added  another  to  the  many 
pleasant  associations  that  already  surround  his 
name. 

Feeling  myself  no  longer  a  "  Martha  Strug 
gles/'  but  a  comfortable  young  woman,  with  plain 
sailing  before  her,  and  the  worst  of  the  voyage 
well  over,  I  once  more  presented  myself  to  the 
valuable  Me  K.  The  order  was  read,  and  certain 
printed  papers,  necessary  to  be  filled  out,  were 
given  a  young  gentleman — no,  I  prefer  to  say 
Boy,  with  a  scornful  emphasis  upon  the  word,  as 
the  only  means  of  revenge  now  left  me.  This 
Boy,  instead  of  doing  his  duty  with  the  diligence 
so  charming  in  the  young,  loitered  and  lounged, 
in  a  manner  which  proved  his  education  to  have 
been  sadly  neglected  in  the — 

"  How  doth  the  little  busy  bee  » 

direction.  He  stared  at  me,  gaped  out  of  the 
window,  ate  peanuts,  and  gossipped  with  his 
neighbours — Boys,  like  himself,  and  all  penned  in 
a  row,  like  colts  at  a  Cattle  Show.  I  don't 
imagine  he  knew  the  anguish  he  was  inflicting; 
for  it  was  nearly  three,  the  train  left  at  five,  and 
*  had  my  ticket  to  get,  my  dinner  to  eat,  my 


Something  to  Do.  21 

blessed  sister  to  see,  and  the  depot  to  reach,  if  I 
didn't  die  of  apoplexy.  Meanwhile,  Patience  cer 
tainly  had  her  perfect  work  that  day,  and  I  hope 
she  enjoyed  the  job  more  than  I  did.  Having 
waited  some  twenty  minutes,  it  pleased  this 
reprehensible  Boy  to  make  various  marks  and 
blots  on  my  documents,  toss  them  to  a  venerable 
creature  of  sixteen,  who  delivered  them  to  me  with 
such  paternal  directions,  that  it  only  needed  a  part 
on  the  head  and  an  encouraging — "Now  run 
home  to  your  ma,  little  girl,  and  mind  the 
CS$£sings,  my  dear/'  to  £iake  the  illusion  quite 
perfect. 

Why  I  was  sent  to  a  steamboat  office  for  car 
tickets,  is  not  for  me  to  say,  though  I  went  as 
meekly  as  I  should  have  gone  to  the  Probate 
Court,  if  sent.  A  fat,  easy  gentleman  gave  me 
several  bits  of  paper,  with  coupons  attached,  with 
a  warning  not  to  separate  them,  which  instantly 
inspired  me  with  a  yearning  to  pluck  them  apart, 
and  see  what  came  of  it.  But,  remembering 
through  what  fear  and  tribulation  I  had  obtained 
them,  I  curbed  Satan's  promptings,  and,  clutching 
my  prize,  as  if  it  were  my  pass  to  the  Elysian 
Fields,  I  hurried  home.  Dinner  was  rapidly  con 
sumed  ;  Joan  enlightened,  comforted,  and  kissed ; 
the  dearest  of  apple-faced  cousins  hugged;  the 


Something  to  Do. 

kindest  of  apple-faced  cousins'  fathers  subjected  f<i 
the  same  process ;  and  I  got  into  the  ambulance, 
baggage- waggon,  or  anything  you  please  but  cab, 
and  drove  away,  too  tired  to  feel  excited,  sorry,  01 
triad. 


CHAPTER  II. 

A   FORWARD    MOVEMENT. 

(S  travellers  like  to  give  their  own  im 
pressions  of  a  journey,  though  every 
inch  of  the  way  may  have  been  de 
scribed  a  half  dozen  times  before, 
I  add  some  of  the  notes  made  by 
the  way,  hoping  that  they  will  amuse 
the  reader,  and  convince  the  sceptical  that 
such  a  being  as  Nurse  Periwinkle  does  exist,  and 
that  she  really  did  go  to  Washington,  and  that 
these  Sketches  are  not  romance. 

New  Yivrlf  Train  —  Seven  P.M. — Spinning 
along  to  take  the  boat  at  New  London.  Very 
comfortable ;  munch  ginger-bread,  and  Mrs.  C.'s 
fac  pear,  which  deserves  honourable  mention, 
Dceause  my  first  loneliness  was  comforted  by  it, 
and  pleasant  recollections  of  both  kindly  sender 
and  bearer.  Look  much  at  Dr.  H.'s  paper  of 
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directions — put  my  tickets  in  every  conceivable 
pkce,  that  they  may  be  get-at-able,  and  finish  by 
losing  them  entirely.  Suffer  agonies  till  a  com- 
passionate  neighbour  pokes  them  out  of  a  crack 
with  his  pen-knife.  Put  them  in  the  inmost 
corner  of  my  purse,  that  in  the  deepest  recesses 
of  my  pocket,  pile  a  collection  of  miscellaneous 
articles  atop,  and  pin  up  the  whole.  Just  get 
composed,  feeling  that  Fve  done  my  best  to  keep 
them  safely,  when  the  Conductor  appears,  and 
Fm  forced  to  rout  them  all  out  again,  exposing 
my  precautions,  and  getting  into  a  flutter  at 
keeping  the  man  waiting.  Finally,  fasten  them 
on  the  seat  before  me,  and  keep  one  eye  steadily 
upon  the  yellow  torments,  till  I  forget  all  about 
them,  in  chat  with  the  gentleman  who  shares  my 
seat.  Having  heard  complaints  of  the  absurd 
way  in  which  American  women  become  images 
of  petrified  propriety,  if  addressed  by  strangers, 
when  travelling  alone,  the  inborn  perversity  of  my 
nature  causes  me  to  assume  an  entirely  opposite 
style  of  deportment;  and; finding  my  companion 
hails  from  Little  Athens,  is  acquainted  with 
several  of  my  three  hundred  and  sixty-five  cousins, 
and  in  every  way  a  respectable  and  respectful 
member  of  society,  I  put  my  bashfulness  in  my 
pocket,  and  plunge  into  a  long  conversation  on 
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the    war,    the   weatlicr,    music,  Cailyle,   skating, 
genius,  hoops,  and  the  immortality  of  the  soul. 

Ten  P.M.  —  Very  sleepy.  Nothing  to  be  seen 
outside,  but  darkness  made  visible;  nothing  inside 
but  every  variety  of  bunch  into  which  the  human 
form  can  be  twisted,  rolled,  or  "  massed,"  as  Miss 
Prescott  says  of  her  jewels.  Every  man's  legs 
sprawl  drowsily,  every  woman's  head  (but  mine) 
nods,  till  it  finally  settles  on  somebody's  shoulder, 
a  new  proof  of  the  truth  of  the  everlasting  oak 
and  vine  simile;  children  fret;  lovers  whisper; 
old  folks  snore,  and  somebody  privately  imbibes 
brandy,  when  the  lamps  go  out.  The  penetra 
ting  perfume  rouses  the  multitude,  causing  some 
to  start  up,  like  war  horses  at  the  smell  of 
powder.  When  the  lamps  are  re-lighted,  every 
one  laughs,  sniffs,  and  looks  inquiringly  at  his 
neighbour  —  every  one  but  a  stout  gentleman,  who, 
with  well-gloved  hands  folded  on  his  broad-cloth 
rotundity,  sleeps  on  impressively.  Had  he  been 
innocent,  he  would  have  waked  up  ;  for,  to  slum 
ber  in  that  babe-like  manner,  with  a  car  full  of 
giggling,  staring,  sniffing  humanity,  was  simply 
preposterous.  Public  suspicion  was  down  upon 
him  at  once.  I  doubt  if  the  appearance  of  a  flat 
black  bottle  with  a  label  would  have  settled  the 
matter  more  effectually  than  did  the  over  dignified 
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and  profound  repose  of  this  short-sighted  being. 
His  moral  neckcloth,  virtuous  boots,  and  pious 
attitude  availed  him  nothing,  and  it  was  well  he 
kept  his  eyes  shut,  for  "  Humbug ! "  twinkled  at 
him  from  every  window-pane,  brass  nail,  and 
human  eye  around  him. 

Eleven  P.M.— In  the  boat  "  City  of  Boston/' 
escorted  thither  by  my  car  acquaintance,  and 
deposited  in  the  cabin.  Trying  to  look  as  if  the 
greater  portion  of  my  life  had  been  passed  on 
board  boats,  but  painfully  conscious  that  I  don't 
know  the  first  thing;  so  sit  bolt  upright,  and 
stare  about  me  till  I  hear  one  lady  say  to  another 
— -{ '  We  must  secure  our  berths  at  once  •"  where 
upon  I  dart  at  one,  and,  while  leisurely  taking  otf' 
my  cloak,  wait  to  discover  what  the  second  move 
may  be.  Several  ladies  draw  the  curtains  that 
hang  in  a  semi-circle  before  each  nest — instantly 
1  whisk  mine  smartly  together,  and  then  peep  out 
to  see  what  next.  Gradually,  on  hooks  above  the 
blue  and  yellow  drapery,  appear  the  coats  and 
bonnets  of  my  neighbours,  while  their  boots  and 
shoes,  in  every  imaginable  attitude,  assert  them 
selves  below,  as  if  their  owners  had  committed 
suicide  in  a  body.  A  violent  creaking,  scrambling, 
and  fussing,  causes  the  f&ct  that  people  are  going 
regularly  to  bed  to  da*??  3^>on  my  mind.  Of 


Something  to  Do.  27 

course  they  are  /  and  so  am  I — but  pause  at  me 
seventh  pin,  remembering  that,  as  I  was  bom  to 
be  drowned,  an  eligible  opportunity  now  presents 
itself :  and.,  having  twice  escaped  a  watery  grave, 
the  third  immersion  wil)  certainly  extinguish  my 
vital  spark.  The  boat  is  new,  but  if  it  ever 
intends  to  blow  up,  spring  a  leak,  catch  afire,  or 
be  run  into,  it  will  do  the  deed  to-night,  because 
I'm  here  to  fulfil  my  destiny.  With  tragic  calm 
ness  I  resign  myself,  replace  my  pins,  lash  my 
purse  and  papers  together,  with  my  handkerchief, 
examine  the  saving  circumference  of  my  hoop,  and 
look  about  me  for  any  means  of  deliverance  when 
the  moist  moments  shall  arrive ;  for  I've  no  inten 
tion  of  folding  my  hands  and  bubbling  to  death 
without  an  energetic  splashing  first.  Barrels, 
hen-coops,  portable  setees,  and  life-preservers  do 
not  adorn  the  cabin,  as  they  should ;  and,  roving 
wildly  to  and  fro,  my  eye  sees  no  ray  of  hope  till 
it  falls  upon  a  plump  old  lady,  devoutly  reading  in 
the  cabin  Bible,  and  a  voluminous  night-cap.  I 
remember  that,  at  the  swimming  school,  fat  girls 
always  floated  best,  and  in  an  instant  my  plan  is 
laid.  At  the  first  alarm  I  firmly  attach  myself  to 
the  plump  lady,  and  cling  to  her  through  fire  and 
water ;  for  I  feel  that  my  old  enemy,  the  cramp, 
will  seize  me  by  the  foot,  if  I  attempt  to  swim  -, 


'thing  to  Do. 

and  though  I  can  hardly  expect  to  reach  Jerse) 
City  with  myself  and  my  baggage  in  as  good 
condition  as  I  hoped,  I  might  manage  to  get 
picked  up  by  holding  to  my  fat  friend ;  if  not  it 
will  be  a  comfort  to  feel  that  Pve  made  an  effort 
and  shall  die  in  good  society.  Poor  dear  woman ! 
how  little  she  dreamed,  as  she  read  and  rocked, 
with  her  cap  in  a  high  state  of  starch,  and  her 
feet  comfortably  cooking  at  the  stove,  what  fel? 
designs  were  hovering  about  her,  and  how  intently 
a  small  but  determined  eye  watched  her,  till  it 
suddenly  closed. 

Sleep  got  the  better  of  fear  to  such  an  extent 
that  my  boots  appeared  to  gape,  and  my  bonnet 
nodded  on  its  peg,  before  I  gave  in.  Having 
piled  my  cloak,  bag,  rubbers,  books,  and  umbrella 
on  the  lower  shelf,  I  drowsily  swarmed  on  to  the 
upper  one,  tumbling  down  a  few  times,  and  ex 
coriating  the  knobby  portions  of  my  frame  in  the 
act.  A  very  brief  nap  on  the  upper  roost  was 
enough  to  set  me  gasping  as  if  a  dozen  feather 
beds  and  the  whole  boat  were  laid  over  me.  Out 
I  turned  ;  and,  after  a  series  of  convulsions,  which 
caused  my  neighbour  to  ask  if  I  wanted  the 
stewardess,  I  managed  to  get  my  luggage  up  and 
myself  down.  But  even  in  the  lower  berth,  my 
rest  was  not  unbroken,  for  various  articles  kept 
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dropping  off  the  little  shelf  at  the  bottom  of  the 
bed,  and  every  time  I  flew  up,  thinking  my  hour 
had  come,  I  bumped  my  head  severely  against  the 
little  shelf  at  the  top,  evidently  put  there  for  that 
express  purpose.  At  last,  after  listening  to  the 
swash  of  the  waves  outside,  wondering  if  the 
machinery  usually  creaked  in  that  way,  and 
watching  a  knot-hole  in  the  side  of  my  berth,  sure 
that  death  would  creep  in -there  as  soon  as  I  took 
my  eye  from  it,  I  dropped  asleep,  and  dreamed  of 
muffins. 

Five  A.M. — On  deck,  trying  to  wake  up  and 
enjoy  an  east  wind  and  a  morning  fog,  and  a 
twilight  sort  of  view  of  something  on  the  shore. 
Rapidly  achieve  my  purpose,  and  do  enjoy  every 
moment,  as  we  go  rushing  through  the  Sound, 
with  steamboats  passing  up  and  down,  lights 
dancing  on  the  shore,  mkt  wreaths  slowly  furling 
off,  and  a  pale  pink  sky  above  us,  as  the  sun 
comes  up. 

Seven  A.M. —  In  the  cars,  at  Jersey  City. 
Much  fuss  with  tickets,  which  one  man  scribbles 
over,  another  snips,  and  a  third  "makes  note 
on."  Partake  of  refreshment,  in  the  gloom  of  a 
very  large  and  dirty  station.  Think  that  my 
sandwiches  would  be  more  relishing  without  so 
strong  a  flavour  of  napkin,  and  my  gingerbread 
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more  easy  of  consumption  if  i  t  had  not  been  pul 
verized  by  being  sat  upon.  People  act  as  if  early 
travelling  didn't  agree  with  them.  Children 
scream  and  scamper;  men  smoke  and  growl; 
women  shiver  and  fret;  porters  swear;  great 
truck  horses  pace  up  and  down  with  loads  of 
baggage;  and  everyone  seems  to  get  into  the 
wrong  car,  and  come  tumbling  out  again.  One 
man,  with  three  children,  a  dog,  a  bird-cage,  and 
several  bundles,  puts  himself  and  his  possessions 
into  every  possible  place  where  a  man,  three 
children,  dog,  bird-cage,  and  bundles  could  be  got, 
and  is  satisfied  with  none  of  them.  I  follow 
their  movements,  with  an  interest  that  is  really 
exhausting,  and,  as  they  vanish,  hope  for  rest,  but 
don't  get  it.  A  strong-minded  woman,  with  a 
tumbler  in  her  hand,  and  no  cloak  or  shawl  on, 
comes  rushing  through  the  car,  taking  loudly  to  a 
small  porter,  who  lugs  a  folding  bed  after  her, 
and  looks  as  if  life  were  d  burden  to  him. 

(e  You  promised  to  have  it  ready.  It  is  not 
ready.  It  must  be  a  car  with  a  water  jar,  the 
windows  must  be  shut,  the  fire  must  be  kept  up, 
the  blinds  must  be  down.  No,  this  won't  do. 
1  shall  go  through  the  whole  train,  and  suit 
myself,  for  you  promised  to  have  it  ready.  It  is 
not  ready/'  etc.,  all  through  again,  like  a  hand- 
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organ.  She  haunted  the  car?,  the  station,  the 
office  and  baggage-room,  with  her  bed,  her  tum 
bler,  and  her  tongue,  till  the  train  started ;  and  a 
sense  of  fervent  gratitude  filled  my  soul,  when  I 
found  that  she  and  her  unknown  invalid  were  not 
to  share  our  car. 

Philadelphia. — An  old  place,  full  of  Dutch 
women,  in  "bellus  top"  bonnets,  selling  vege 
tables,  in  long,  open  markets.  Every  one  seems 
to  be  scrubbing  their  white  steps.  All  the  houses 
look  like  tidy  jails,  with  their  outside  shutters. 
Several  have  crape  on  the  door-handles,  and  many 
have  flags  flying  from  roof  or  balcony.  Few 
men  appear,  and  the  women  seem  to  do  the 
business,  which,  perhaps,  accounts  for  its  being 
so  well  done.  Past  fine  buildings,  but  don't  know 
what  they  are.  Would  like  to  stop  and  see  my 
native  city ;  for,  having  left  it  at  the  tender  age  of 
two,  my  recollections  are  not  vivid. 

Baltimore.  —  A  big,  dirty,  shippy,  shiftless 
place,  full  of  goats,  geese,  coloured  peopK  and 
coal,  at  least  the  part  of  it  1  see.  Pass  near  the 
spot  where  the  riot  took  place,  and  feel  as  if  I 
should  enjoy  throwing  a  stone  at  somebody,  hard. 
Find  a  sentinel  at  the  ferry,  the  station,  and  here 
and  there,  along  the  road.  A  camp  whi'tfghs  ccts 
&ll»sidej  and  a  cavalry  training  schbbl,  or  what- 
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ever  it  should  be  called,  is  a  very  interesting  sight, 
with  quantities  of  horses  and  riders  galloping, 
marching,  leaping,  and  skirmishing  over  all  man 
ner  of  break-neck  places.  A  party  of  English 
people  get  in — the  men,  with  sandy  hair  and  red 
whiskers,  all  trimmed  alike  to  a  hair;  rough  grey 
v  tats,  very  rosy,  c'iean  faces,  and  a  fine,  full  way 
of  speaking,  which  is  particularly  agreeable,  after 
our  slip-shod  American  gabble.  The  two  ladies 
wear  funny  velvet  fur-trimmed  hoods ;  are  done 
V->  like  compact  bundles,  in  tartan  shawls,  and 
-"ok  as  if  bent  on  seeing  everything  thoroughly, 
i'he  rfe'Ttfkm  of  one  elderly  John  Bull  to  his  red- 
nosed  spouse  was  really  beautiful  to  behold.  She 
was  plain  and  cross,  and  fussy  and  stupid,  but 
J.  B.,  Esq.,  read  no  papers  when  she  was  awake, 
turned  no  cold  shoulder  when  she  wished  to  sleep, 
and  cheerfully  said,  "  Yes,  my  dear,"  to  every 
wish  or  want  the  wife  of  his  bosom  expressed.  I 
quite  warmed  to  the  excellent  man,  and  asked 
a  question  or  two,  as  the  only  means  of  express 
ing  my  good  will.  He  answered  very  civilly,  but 
evidently  hadn't  been  used  to  being  addressed  bj* 
strange  women  in  public  conveyances;  and  M;ti 
B.  fixed  her  green  eyes  upon  me,  as  if  she  thought 
me  a  forward  hussy,  or  whatever  is  good  English 
for  a  presuming  young  woman.  The  pair  left 
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their  friends  before  we  reached  Washington ;  and 
the  last  I  saw  of  them  was  a  vision  of  a  large 
plaid  lady,  stalking  grimly  away,  on  the  arm  of  a 
rosy,  stout  gentleman,  loaded  with  rugs,  bags,  and 
books,  but  still  devoted,  still  smiling,  and  waving 
a  hearty  "  Fare  ye  well !  We'll  meet  ye  at  Wil- 
lard's  on  Chusday." 

Soon  after  their  departure  we  had  an  accident; 
for  no  long  journey  in  America  would  be  complete 
without  one.  A  coupling  iron  broke;  and,  after 
leaving  the  last  car  behind  us,  we  waited  for  it  to 
come  up,  which  it  did,  with  a  crash  that  knocked 
every  one  forward  on  their  faces,  and  caused 
several  old  ladies  to  screech  dismally.  Hats  flew 
off,  bonnets  were  flattened,  the  stove  skipped,  the 
lamps  fell  down,  the  water  jar  turned  a  somersault, 
and  the  wheel  just  over  which  I  sat  received  some 
damage.  Of  course,  it  became  necessary  for  all  the 
men  to  get  out,  and  stand  about  in  everybody's 
way,  while  repairs  were  made ;  and  for  the  women 
to  wrestle  their  heads  out  of  the  windows,  asking 
ninety-nine  foolish  questions  to  one  sensible  one. 
A  few  wise  females  seized  this  favourable  moment 
to  better  their  seats,  well  knowing  that  few  men 
can  face  the  wooden  stare  with  which  they  regard 
the  former  possessors  of  the  places  they  have 
invaded. 
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The  country  through  which  we  passed  did  not 
seem  so  very  unlike  that  which  I  had  left,  except 
that  it  was  more  level  and  less  wintry.  In  summer 
time  the  wild  fields  would  have  shown  me  new 
sights,  and  the  way-side  hedges  blossomed  with 
new  flowers;  now,  everything  was  sere  and 
sodden,  and  a  general  air  of  shiftlessness  pre 
vailed  which  would  have  caused  a  New  England 
farmer  much  disgust,  and  a  strong  desire  to 
"  buckle  to,"  and  "  right  up "  things.  Dreary 
little  houses,  with  chimneys  built  outside,  with 
clay  and  rough  sticks  piled  crosswise,  as  we  used 
to  build  cob  towers,  stood  in  barren-looking  fields, 
with  cow,  pig,  or  mule  lounging  about  the  door. 
We  often  passed  coloured  people,  looking  as  if 
they  had  come  out  of  a  picture  book,  or  off  the 
stage,  but  not  at  all  the  sort  of  people  I'd  been 
accustomed  to  see  at  the  North. 

Way-side  encampments  made  the  fields  and 
anes  gay  with  blue  coats  and  the  glitter  of  buttons. 
Military  washes  flapped  and  fluttered  on  the  fences; 
pots  were  steaming  in  the  open  air;  all  sorts  of 
tableaux  seen  steaming  through  the  openings  of 
tents,  and  everywhere  the  boys  threw  up  their 
caps  and  cut  capers  as  we  passed. 

Washington  —  It  was  dark  when  we  arrived  ; 
and,  but  for  the  presepc*  of  Another  friendly 
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tleman,  I  should  have  yielded  myself  a  helpless 
prey  to  the  first  overpowering  cabman,  who  in 
sisted  that  I  wanted  to  go  just  where  I  didn't. 
Putting  me  into  the  conveyance  I  belonged  to,  my 
escort  added  to  the  obligation  by  pointing  out  the 
objects  of  interest  which  we  passed  in  our  long 
drive.  Though  I'd  often  been  told  that  Wash 
ington  was  a  spacious  place,  its  visible  magnitude 
quite  took  my  breath  away,  and  of  course  I  quoted 
Randolph's  expression,  "a  city  of  magnificent 
distances,"  as  I  suppose  every  one  does  when  they 
see  it.  The  Capitol  was  so  like  the  pictures  that 
hang  opposite  the  staring  Father  of  his  country, 
in  boarding-houses  and  hotels,  that  it  did 
not  impress  me,  except  to  recall  the  time 
when  I  was  sure  that  Cinderella  went  to  house- 
Keeping  in  just  such  a  place,  after  she  had 
married  the  inflammable  Prince;  though,  even 
at  that  early  period,  I  had  my  doubts  as  to 
the  wisdom  of  a  match  whose  foundation  was 
of  glass. 

The  White  House  was  iighted  up,  and  car 
nages  were  rolling  in  and  out  of  the  great  gate.  I 
stared  hard  at  the  famous  East  Room,  and  would 
have  liked  a  peep  through  the  crack  of  the  door. 
My  old  gentleman  was  indefatigable  in  his  atten 
tions,  and  I  said  "  Splendid !"  to  everything  he 
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pointed  out,  though  I  suspect  I  often  admired  the 
wrong  place,  and  missed  the  right.  Pennsylvania 
Avenue,  with  its  bustle,  lights,  music,  and  mili 
tary,  made  me  feel  as  if  Fd  crossed  the  water, 
and  landed  somewhere  in  Carnival  time.  Coming 
to  less  noticeable  parts  of  the  city,  my  companion 
fell  silent,  and  I  meditated  upon  the  perfection 
which  Art  had  attained  in  America — having  just 
passed  a  bronze  statue  of  some  hero,  who  looked 
like  a  black  Methodist  minister  in  a  cocked  hat, 
above  the  waist,  and  a  tipsy  squire  below ;  while 
his  horse  stood  like  an  opera  dancer,  on  one  leg, 
in  a  high,  but  somewhat  remarkable  wind,  which 
blew  his  mane  one  way,  and  his  massive  tail  the 
other. 

"  Hurly-burly  House,  ma'am  !"  called  a  voice, 
startling  me  from  my  reverie,  as  we  stopped  before 
a  great  pile  of  buildings,  with  a  flag  flying  before 
it,  sentinels  at  the  door,  and  a  very  trying  quantity 
of  men  lounging  about.  My  heart  beat  rather 
faster  than  usual,  and  it  suddenly  struck  me  that 
I  was  very  far  from  home ;  but  I  descended  with 
dignity,  wondering  whether  I  should  be  stopped 
for  want  of  a  countersign,  and  forced  to  pass 
the  night  in  the  street.  Marching  boldly 
dp  the  steps,  I  found  that  no  form  was  neces 
sary,  for  the  men  fell  back,  the  guard  touched 
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their  caps,  a  boy  opened  the  door,  and,  as 
it  closed  behind  me,  I  felt  that  I  was  fairly 
started,  and  Nurse  Periwinkle's  Mission  was 
begun. 


CHAPTER  III. 


A   DAY. 

HEY'VE  come  !  they've  come  !    hurry 
up,  ladies — you're  wanted." 

"  Who  have  come  ?  the  rebels  ?" 
This  sudden  summons  in  the  gray 
dawn  was   somewhat  startling  to  a   three 
days'  nurse  like  myself,  and,  as  the  thun 
dering  knock  came  at  our  door,  I  sprang  up 
in  my  bed,  prepared 

"  To  gird  my  woman's  form, 
And  on  the  ramparts  die/' 

if  necessary,  but  my  room-mate  took  it  more 
coolly,  and,  as  she  began  a  rapid  toilet,  answered 
my  bewildered  question, — 

"  Bless  you,  no,  child ;  it's  the  wounded  from 
Fredericksburg ;  forty  ambulances  are  at  the  door, 
and  we  shall  have  our  hands  full  in  fifteen 
minutes." 
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"What  shall  we  do?" 

"Wash,  dress,  feed,  warm  and  nurse  them 
for  the  next  three  months,  I  dare  say.  Eighty 
beds  are  ready,  and  we  were  getting  impatient  for 
the  men  to  come.  Now  you  will  begin  to  see 
hospital  life  in  earnest,  for  you  won't  probably 
find  time  to  sit  down  all  day,  £nd  may  think  your 
self  fortunate  if  you  get  to  bed  by  rrJdnight.  Come 
to  me  in  the  ball-room  when  you  are  ready;  the 
worst  cases  are  always  carried  there,  and  I  shall 
need  your  help." 

So  saying,  the  energetic  little  woman  twirled 
her  hair  into  a  button  at  the  back  of  her  head,  in 
a  "  cleared  for  action  "  sort  of  style,  and  vanished, 
wrestling  her  way  into  a  feminine  kind  of  pea- 
jacket  as  she  went. 

I  am  free  to  confess  that  I  had  a  realizing  sense 
of  the  fact  that  my  hospital  bed  was  not  a  bed  of 
roses  just  then,  or  the  prospect  before  me  one  of 
unmingled  rapture.  My  three  days'  experiences 
had  begun  with  a  death,  and,  owing  to  the  defal 
cation  of  another  nurse,  a  somewhat  abrupt 
plunge  into  the  superintendence  of  a  ward  con 
taining  forty  beds,  where  I  spent  my  shining  hours 
washing  faces,  serving  rations,  giving  medicine, 
and  sitting  in  a  very  hard  chair,  with  pneumonia 
on  one  side,  diphtheria  on  the  other,  five  typhoids 
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on  the  opposite,  and  a  dozen  dilapidated  patriots, 
hopping,  lying,  and  lounging  about,  all  staring 
more  or  less  at  the  new  "nuss,"  who  suffered 
untold  agonies,  but  concealed  them  under  as 
matronly  an  aspect  as  a  spinster  could  assume, 
and  blundered  through  her  trying  labours  with  a 
Spartan  firmness,  which  I  hope  they  appreciated, 
but  am  afraid  they  didn't.  Having  a  taste  foi 
"  ghastliness,"  I  had  rather  longed  for  the  wounded 
to  arrive,  for  rheumatism  wasn't  heroic,  neither 
was  liver  complaint  or  measles ;  even  fever  had 
lost  its  charms  since  "bathing  burning  brows" 
had  been  used  up  in  romances,  real  and  ideal ; 
but  when  I  peeped  into  the  dusky  street  lined 
with  what  I  at  first  had  innocently  called  market 
carts,  now  unloading  t!ieir  sad  freight  at  our  door, 
I  recalled  sundry  reminiscences  I  had  heard  from 
nurses  of  longer  standing,  my  ardour  experienced 
a  sudden  chill,  and  I  indulged  in  a  most  unpatriotic 
wish  that  I  was  safe  at  home  again,  with  a  quiet 
day  before  me,  and  no  necessity  for  being  hustled 
.p  as  if  I  were  a  hen,  and  had  only  to  hop  off  my 
roost,  give  my  plumage  a  peck,  and  be  ready  for 
action.  A  second  bang  at  the  door  sent  this  re- 
creant  desire  to  the  right  about,  as  a  little  woolly 
head  popped  in,  and  Joey,  (a  six  years'  old  contra, 
band),  announced— 
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"  Miss  Blank  is  jes*  wild  fer  ye,  and  says,  fly 
round  right  away.  They's  comin'  in,  I  tell  yer, 
heaps  on  'em — one  was  took  out  dead,  and  I  see 
him,  — ky  !  warn't  he  a  goner  !w 

With  which  cheerful  intelligence  the  imp  scut 
tled  away,  singing  like  a  blackbird,  and  I  followed, 
feeling  that  Richard  was  not  himself  again,  and 
wouldn't  be  for  a  long  time  to  come. 

The  first  thing  I  met  was  a  regiment  of  the 
vilest  odours  that  ever  assaulted  the  human  nose, 
and  took  it  by  storm.  Cologne,  with  its  seven 
and  seventy  evil  savours,  was  a  posy-bed  to  it 
and  the  worst  of  this  affliction  was,  everyone  had 
assured  me  that  it  was  a  chronic  weakness  of  all 
hospitals,  and  I  must  bear  it.  I  did,  armed  with 
lavender  water,  with  which  I  so  besprinkled  myself 
and  premises,  that,  like  my  friend,  Sairy,  I  was 
soon  known  among  my  patients  as  "  the  nurse 
with  the  bottle."  Having  been  run  over  by  three 
excited  surgeons,  bumped  against  by  migratory 
coal-hods,  water-pails,  and  small  boys;  nearly 
scalded  by  an  avalanche  of  newly-filled  tea-pots, 
and  hopelessly  entangled  in  a  knot  of  coloured 
sisters  coming  to  wash,  I  progressed  by  slow 
stages  up  stairs  and  down,  till  the  main  hall  was 
reached,  and  I  paused  to  take  breath  and  a  survey. 
There  they  were  !  "  our  brave  boys,"  as  the  papers 
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justly  call  them,  for  cowards  could  hardly  have 
been  so  riddled  with  shot  and  shell,  so  torn  and 
shattered,  nor  have  borne  suffering  for  which  we 
have  no  name,  with  an  uncomplaining  fortitude, 
which  made  one  glad  to  cherish  each  as  a  brother. 
In  they  came,  some  on  stretchers,  some  in  men's 
arms,  some  feebly  staggering  along  propped  on 
rude  crutches,  and  one  lay  stark  and  still  with 
covered  face,  as  a  comrade  gave  his  name  to  be 
recorded  before  they  carried  him  away  to  the  dead 
house.  All  was  hurry  and  confusion;  the  hall 
was  full  of  these  wrecks  of  humanity,  for  the  most 
exhausted  could  not  reach  a  bed  till  duly  ticketed 
and  registered;  the  walls  were  lined  with  rows  of 
such  as  could  sit,  the  floor  covered  with  the  more 
disabled,  the  steps  and  doorways  filled  with  helpers 
and  lookers-on;  the  sound  of  many  feet  and 
voices  made  that  usually  quiet  hour  as  noisy  as 
noon,  and,  in  the  midst  of  it  all,  the  matron's 
motherly  face  brought  more  comfort  to  many  a 
poor  soul  than  .the  cordial  draughts  she  adminis 
tered,  or  the  cheery  words  that  welcomed  all, 
making  of  the  hospital  a  home. 

The  sight  of  several  stretchers,  each  with  its 
legless,  armless,  or  desperately  wounded  occupant, 
entering  my  ward,  admonished  me  that  I  was 
there  to  work,  not  to  wonder  or  weep  ;  so  I  corked 
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up  my  feelings,  and  returned  to  the  path  of  duty, 
which  was  rather  "  a  hard   road   to   travel"  just 
then.     The  house  had  been  a  hotel  before  hos 
pitals  were   needed,  and  many  of  the  doors  stil\ 
bore  their  old  names ;  some  not  so  inappropriate 
as  might  be  imagined,  for  my  ward  was  in  truth  a 
ball-room,   if  gun-shot  wounds  could   christen  it. 
Forty  beds  were  prepared,  many  already  tenanted 
by  tired  men,  who  fell  down  anywhere,  and  drowsed 
till  the  smell   of  food   roused  them.     Round   the 
great  stove  was  gathered  the  dreariest  group  I  ever 
saw — ragged,  gaunt  and  pale,  mud  to  the  knees, 
with  bloody   bandages    untouched    since   put   on 
days  before ;  many  bundled  up  in  blankets,  coats 
being  lost  or  useless ;  and  all  wearing  that  dis 
heartened   look    which   proclaimed    defeat,   more 
plainly  than  any  telegram  of  the  Burnside  blunder. 
I  pitied  them  so  much  I  dared  not  speak  to  them, 
though,  remembering  all  they  had  been   through 
since  the  rout    at  Fredericksburg,  I   yearned    to 
serve  the  dreariest  of  them  all.     Presently,  Miss 
Blank  tore  me  from  my  refuge  behind  piles  of  one- 
sleeved  shirts,  odd  socks,  bandages  and  lint;  put 
basin,  sponge,  towels,  and  a  block  of  brown  soap 
into  my  hands,  with  these  appalling  directions : — 
"  Come,  my  dear,  begin  to  wash  as  fast  as  you 
can.    Tell  them  to  take  off  socks,  coats  and  shirts, 
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scrub  them  well,  put  on  clean  shirts,  and  the  at 
tendants  will  finish  them  off,  and  lay  them  in  bed/' 
If  she  had  requested  me  to  shave  them  all,  or 
dance  a  hornpipe  on  the  stove  funnel,  I  should 
have  been  less  staggered ;  but  to  scrub  some  dozen 
lords  of  creation  at  a  moment's  notice,  was  really 

— really .     However,  there  was  no  time  for 

nonsense;  and,  having  resolved  when  I  came  to 
do  everything  I  was  bid,  I  drowned  my  scruples 
in  my  washbowl,  clutched  my  soap  manfully,  and, 
•assuming  a  business-like  air,  made  a  dab  at  the 
first  dirty  specimen  I  saw,  bent  on  performing  my 
cask  vi  et  armis  if  necessary.  I  chanced  to  light 
on  a  withered  old  Irishman,  wounded  in  the  head, 
which  caused  that  portion  of  his  frame  to  be  taste 
fully  laid  out  like  a  garden,  the  bandages  being  the 
walks,  his  hair  the  shrubbery.  He  was  so  over 
powered  by  the  honour  of  having  a  lady  wash 
him,  as  he  expressed  it,  that  he  did  nothing  but 
roll  up  his  eyes,  and  bless  me,  in  an  irresistible 
style  which  was  too  much  for  my  sense  of  the 
ludicrous;  so  we  laughed  together,  and  when  I 
knelt  down  to  take  off  his  shoes,  he  "flopped" 
also,  and  wouldn't  hear  of  my  touching  "them 
dirty  craters.  May  your  bed  above  be  aisy,  darling 
for  the  day's  work  ye  are  (loon ! — Whoosh  !  there 
ye  are,  and  bedad,  it's  hard  tellin'  which  is  the 
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dirtiest,  the  fut  or  the  shoe."  It  was ;  and  if  he 
hadn't  been  to  the  fore,  I  should  have  gone  on 
pulling,  under  the  impression  that  the  "fut"  was 
i  boot,  for  trousers,  socks,  shoes,  and  legs  were  a 
mass  of  mud.  This  comical  tableau  produced  a 
general  grin,  at  which  propitious  beginning  I  took 
heart  and  scrubbed  away  like  any  tidy  parent  on  a 
Saturday  night.  Some  of  them  took  the  per- 
formance  like  sleepy  children,  leaning  their  tired 
heads  against  me  as  I  worked;  others  looked 
grimly  scandalized,  and  several  of  the  roughest 
coloured  like  bashful  girls.  One  wore  a  soiled 
little  bag  about  his  neck,  and,  as  I  moved  it,  to 
bathe  his  wounded  breast,  I  said — 

" Your  talisman  didn't  save  you,  did  it?" 

"Well,  I  reckon  it  did,  marm,  for  that  shot 
would  a  gone  a  couple  a  inches  deeper  but  for  my 
old  mammy's  camphor  bag,"  answered  the  cheer 
ful  philosopher. 

Another,  with  a  gun-shot  wound  through  the 
cheek,  asked  for  a  looking-glass,  and,  when  I 
brought  one,  regarded  his  swollen  face  with  a 
dolorous  expression,  as  he  muttered — 

"  I  vow  to  gosh,  that's  too  bad  !  I  warn't  a 
bad-looking  chap  before,  and  now  I'm  done  for; 
won't  there  be  a  thunderin'  scar?  and  what  on 
earth  will  Josephine  Skinner  say?" 
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He  looked  up  at  me  with  his  one  eye  so  appeal* 
ingly,  that  I  controlled  my  risibles,  and  assured 
him  that  if  Josephine  was  a  girl  of  sense,  she 
would  admire  the  honourable  scar,  as  a  lasting 
proof  that  he  had  faced  the  enemy,  for  all  women 
thought  a  wound  the  best  decoration  a  brave  sol 
dier  could  wear.  I  hope  Miss  Skinner  verified 
the  good  opinion  I  so  rashly  expressed  of  her,  but 
I  shall  never  know. 

The  next  scrubbee  was  a  nice-looking  lad,  with 
a  curly  brown  mane,  and  a  budding  trace  of  ginger 
bread  over  the  lip,  which  he  called  his  beard,  and 
defended  stoutly,  when  the  barber  jocosely  sug 
gested  its  immolation.  He  lay  on  a  bed,  with  one 
leg  gone,  and  the  right  arm  so  shattered  that  it 
must  evidently  follow;  yet  the  little  Sergeant  was 
as  merry  as  if  his  afflictions  were  not  worth  lament 
ing  over,  and,  when  a  drop  or  two  of  salt  water 
mingled  with  my  suds  at  the  sight  of  this  strong 
young  body,  so  marred  and  maimed,  the  boy 
looked  up,  with  a  brave  smile,  though  there  was  a 
little  quiver  of  the  lips,  as  he  said — 

"  Now,  don't  you  fret  yourself  about  me,  miss; 
I'm  first-rate  here,  for  it's  nuts  to  lie  still  on  this 
bed,  after  knocking  about  in  those  confounded 
ambulances,  that  shake  what  there  is  left  of  a 
fellow  to  jelly.  J  never  was  in  one  of  these  places 
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before,  and  think  this  cleaning  up  a  jolly  thing  for 
us,  though  Pm  afraid  it  isn't  for  you  ladies." 

"  Is  this  your  first  battle,  Sergeant  ?" 

"No,  miss;  I've  been  in  six  scrimmages,  and 
«cver  got  a  scratch  till  this  last  one ;  but  it's  done 
the  business  pretty  thoroughly  for  me,  I  should 
say.  Lord  !  what  a  scramble  there'll  be  for  arms . 
and  legs,  when  we  old  boys  come  out  of  our 
graves,  on  the  Judgment  Day :  wonder  if  we  shall 
get  our  own  again  ?  If  we  do,  my  leg  will  have 
to  tramp  from  Fredericksburg,  my  arm  from  here, 
I  suppose,  and  meet  my  body,  wherever  it  may 
be." 

The  fancy  seemed  to  tickle  him  mightily,  for 
he  laughed  blithely,  and  so  did  I;  which,  no 
doubt  caused  the  new  nurse  to  be  regarded  as  a 
light-minded  sinner  by  the  Chaplain,  who  roamed 
vaguely  about,  informing  the  men  that  they  were 
all  worms,  corrupt  of  heart,  with  perishable  bodies, 
and  souls  only  to  be  saved  by  a  diligent  perusal  of 
certain  tracts,  and  other  equally  cheering  bits  of 
spiritual  consolation,  when  spirituous  ditto  would 
have  been  preferred. 

"I  say,  Mrs. !"  called  a  voice  behind  me;  and, 
turning,  I  saw  a  rough  Michigander,  with  an  arm 
blown  oft'  at  the  shoulder,  and  two  or  three  bullets 
st  11  in  him — as  he  afterwards  mentioned,  as  care- 
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lessly  as  if  gentlemen  were  in  the  habit  of  carrying 
such  trifles  about  with  them.  I  went  to  him,  and, 
while  administering  a  dose  of  soap  and  water,  he 
whispered,  irefully — 

"  That  red-headed  coon,  over  yonder,  is  a  reb, 
burn  him  !  You'll  agree  to  that,  I'll  bet  ?  He's 
>got  shet  of  a  foot,  or  he'd  a  cut  like  the  rest  of  the 
lot.  Don't  you  wash  him,  nor  feed  him,  but  jest 
let  him  holler  till  he's  tired.  It's  a  brutal  shame 
to  fetch  them  fellers  in  here,  along  side  of  us ;  and 
so  Pll  tell  the  chap  that  bosses  this  concern;  hang 
me  if  I  don't." 

I  regret  to  say  that  I  did  not  deliver  a  moral 
sermon  upon  the  duty  of  forgiving  our  enemies, 
and  the  sin  of  profanity,  then  and  there;  but, 
being  a  red-hot  Abolitionist,  stared  fixedly  at  the 
tall  rebel,  who  was  a  copperhead,  in  every  sense  of 
the  word,  and  privately  resolved  to  put  soap  in  his 
eyes,  rub  his  nose  the  wrong  way,  and  excoriate 
his  cuticle  generally,  if  I  had  the  washing  of  him. 

My  amiable  intentions,  however,  were  frus 
trated  ;  for,  when  I  approached,  with  as  Christian 
an  expression  as  my  principles  would  allow,  antf 
asked  the  question — "Shall  I  try  to  make  yoii 
more  comfortable,  sir?"  all  I  got  for  my  paint 
was  a  gruff — 

"No;  I'D  ^  it  myself." 
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"Here's  your  Southern  chivalry,  with  a  wit 
ness/'  thought  I,  dumping  the  basin  down  before 
him,  thereby  quenching  a  strong  desire  to  give 
him  a  summary  baptism,  in  return  for  his  ungra 
ciousness;  for  my  angry  passions  rose,  at  this 
rebuff,  in  a  way  that  would  have  scandalized  good 
Dr.  Watts.  He  was  a  disappointment  in  all 
-espects,  (the  rebel,  not  the  blessed  Doctor,)  for 
he  was  neither  fiendish,  romantic,  pathetic,  or  any 
thing  interesting;  but  a  long,  fat  man,  with  a 
nead  like  a  burning  bush,  and  a  perfectly  expres 
sionless  face:  so  I  could  hate  him  without  the 
slightest  drawback,  and  ignored  his  existence  from 
that  day  forth.  One  redeeming  trait  he  certainly 
did  possess,  as  the  floor  speedily  testified;  for  his 
ablutions  were  so  vigorously  performed,  that  his 
bed  soon  stood  like  an  isolated  island,  in  a  sea  of 
soap-suds,  and  he  resembled  a  dripping  merman, 
suffering  from  the  loss  of  a  fin.  If  cleanliness  is 
a  near  neighbour  to  godliness,  then  was  the  big 
rebel  the  godliest  man  in  my  ward  that  day. 

Having  done  up  our  human  wash,  and  laid  it 
out  to  dry,  the  second  syllable  of  our  version  of 
the  word  war-fare  was  enacted  with  much  success. 
Great  trays  of  bread,  meat,  soup,  and  coffee  ap 
peared  ;  and  both  nurses  and  attendants  turned 
waiters,  serving  bountiful  rations  to  all  who  could 
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eat.  I  can  call  my  pinafore  to  testify  to  my  good 
will  in  the  work,  for  in  ten  minutes  it  was  reduced 
to  a  perambulating  bill  of  fare,  presenting  samples 
of  all  the  refreshments  going  or  gone.  It  was  a. 
lively  scene;  the  long  room  lined  with  rows  ot 
beds,  each  filled  by  an  occupant,  whom  water, 
shears,  and  clean  raiment,  had  transformed  from 
a  dismal  ragamuffin  into  a  recumbent  hero,  with  a 
cropped  head.  To  and  fro  rushed  matrons,  maids, 
and  convalescent  "  boys/'  skirmishing  with  knives 
and  forks ;  retreating  with  empty  plates ;  march 
ing  and  counter-marching,  with  unvaried  success, 
while  the  clash  of  busy  spoons  made  most  in 
spiring  music  for  the  charge  of  our  Light  Brigade : 

"  Beds  to  the  front  of  them, 
Beds  to  the  right  of  them, 
Beds  to  the  left  of  them, 

Nobody  blundered. 
Beamed  at  by  hungry  souls, 
Screamed  at  with  brimming  bowls, 
Steamed  at  by  army  rolls, 

Buttered  and  sundered. 
With  coffee  not  cannon  plied, 
Each  must  be  satisfied, 
Whether  they  lived  or  died  ; 

All  the  men  wondered." 

Very  welcome  seemed  the  generous  meal,  attet 
a   week  of  suffering,   exposure,   and   short   com- 
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mons ;  soon  the  brown  faces  began  to  smile,  as 
food,  warmth,  and  rest,  did  their  pleasant  work ; 
and  the  grateful  "Thankee's"  were  followed  by 
more  graphic  accounts  of  the  battle  and  retreat, 
than  any  paid  reporter  could  have  given  us. 
Curious  contrasts  of  the  tragic  and  comic  met  one 
everywhere ;  and  some  touching  as  well  as  ludic 
rous  episodes,  might  have  been  recorded  that  day. 
A  six-foot  New  Hampshire  man,  with  a  leg  broken 
and  perforated  by  a  piece  of  shell,  so  large  that, 
had  I  not  seen  the  wound,  I  should  have  regarded 
the  story  as  a  Munchausenism,  beckoned  me  to 
come  and  help  him,  as  he  could  not  sit  up,  and 
both  his  bed  and  beard  were  getting  plentifully 
anointed  with  soup.  As  I  fed  my  oig  nestling 
with  corresponding  mouthfuls,  I  asked  him  how 
he  felt  during  the  battle. 

"Well,  'twas  my  fust,  you  see,  so  I  ain't 
ashamed  to  say  I  was  a  trifle  flustered  in  the  begin 
ning  there  was  such  an  allfired  racket;  for  ef 
there's  anything  Fve  no  spleen  agin,  it's  noise.  But 
when  my  mate,  Eph  Sylvester,  caved,  with  a  bul 
let  through  his  head,  I  got  mad,  and  pitched  in, 
licketty  cut.  Our  part  of  the  fight  didn't  last  long ; 
so  a  lot  of  us  larked  round  Frederick sburg,  and 
t^ve  some  of  them  houses  a  pretty  consid'able  of 
n  nsnunage,  till  we  was  ordered  out  of  the  mess. 
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Some  of  our  fellows  cut  like  time ;  but  I  warn't 
a-going  to  run  for  nobody;  and,  fust  thing  I 
knew,  a  shell  bust,  right  in  front  of  us;  and  I 
keeled  over,  feel  in'  as  if  I  was  blowed  higher'n  a 
kite.  I  sung  out,  and  the  boys  come  back  for  me, 
double  quick ;  but  the  way  they  chucked  me  over 
them  fences  was  a  caution,  I  tell  you.  Next  day 
I  was  most  as  black  as  that  darkey  yonder,  lickin' 
plates  on  the  sly.  This  is  bully  coffee,  ain't  it  ? 
Give  us  another  pull  at  it,  and  I'll  be  obleeged  to 
you." 

I  did ;  and,  as  the  last  gulp  subsided,  he  said, 
with  a  rub  of  his  old  handkerchief  over  eyes  as 
well  as  mouth : 

"  Look  a  here ;  I've  got  a  pair  a  earbobs  and  a 
handkercher  pin  Pm  a  goin'  to  give  you,  if  you'll 
have  them,  for  you're  the  very  moral  o'  Lizy 
Sylvester,  poor  Eph's  wife :  that's  why  I  signalled 
you  to  come  over  here.  They  ain't  much,  I  guess, 
but  they'll  do  to  memorize  the  rebs  by." 

Burrowing  under  his  pillow,  he  produced  a 
little  bundle  of  what  he  called  "  truck,"  and  gal- 
lantly  presented  me  with  a  pair  of  earrings,  each 
representing  a  cluster  of  corpulent  grapes,  and  the 
pin  a  basket  of  astonishing  fruit,  the  whole  large 
and  coppery  enough  for  a  small  warming-pan. 
Feeling  delicate  about  depriving  him  of  such 
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valuable  relics,  I  accepted  the  earrings  alone,  and 
was  obliged  to  depart,  somewhat  abruptly,  when 
my  friend  stuck  the  warming-pan  in  the  bosom  of 
his  night-gown,  viewing  it  with  much  complacency, 
and,  perhaps,  some  tender  memory,  in  that  rough 
heart  of  his,  for  the  comrade  he  had  lost. 

Observing  that  the  man  next  him  had  left  his 
meal  untouched,  I  offered  the  same  service  I  had 
performed  for  his  neighbour,  but  he  shook  his 
head. 

"Thank  you,  ma'am;  I  don't  think  I'll  ever 
eat  again,  for  Pm  shot  in  the  stomach.  But  Pd 
like  a  drink  of  water,  if  you  'ain't  too  busy." 

I  rushed  away,  but  the  water-pails  were  gone 
to  be  refilled,  and  it  was  some  time  before  they 
reappeared.  I  did  not  forget  my  patient  patient, 
meanwhile,  and,  with  the  first  mugful,  hurried 
back  to  him.  He  seemed  asleep ;  but  something 
in  the  tired  white  face  caused  me  to  listen  at  his 
lips  for  a  breath.  None  came.  I  touched  his 
forehead ;  it  was  cold :  and  then  I  knew  that, 
while  he  waited,  a  better  nurse  than  I  had  given 
him  a  cooler  draught,  and  healed  him  with  a  touch. 
I  laid  the  sheet  over  the  quiet  sleeper,  whom  no 
noise  could  now  disturb;  and,  half  an  hour  later, 
the  bed  was  empty.  It  seemed  a  poor  requital  for 
all  he.  had  sacrificed  and  suffered, — that  hospital 


54 


Something  to  Do. 


bed,  lonely  even  in  a  crowd;  for  there  was  no 
familiar  face  foi  him  to  look  his  last  upon;  nc 
friendly  voice  to  say,  Good-bye ;  no  hand  to  lead 
him  gently  down  into  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow  j 
and  he  vanished,  like  a  drop  in  that  red  sea  upon 
whose  shores  so  many  women  stand  lamenting. 
For  a  moment  I  felt  bitterly  indignant  at  this 
seeming  carelessness  of  the  value  of  life,  the 
sanctity  of  death  ;  then  consoled  myself  with  the 
thought  thai,  when  the  great  muster  roll  was 
called,  these  nameless  men  might  be  promoted 
above  many  whose  tall  monuments  record  the 
barren  honours  they  have  won. 

All  having  eaten,  drank,  and  rested,  the  sur 
geons  began  their  rounds ;  and  I  took  my  first 
lesson  in  the  art  of  dressing  wounds.  It  wasn't 
a  festive  scene,  by  any  means ;  for  Dr.  P.,  whose 
Aid  I  constituted  myself,  fell  to  work  with  a  vigor 
which  soon  convinced  me  that  I  was  a  weaker 
vessel,  though  nothing  would  have  induced  me  to 
confess  it  then.  He  had  served  in  the  Crimea, 
and  seemed  to  regard  a  dilapidated  bo  ly  very  much 
as  I  should  have  regarded  a  damaged  garment; 
and,  turning  up  his  cuffs,  whipped  out  a  very  un 
pleasant  looking  housewife,  cutting,  sawing,  patch 
ing  and  piecing,  with  the  enthusiasm  of  an 
accomplished  surgical  seamstress;  explaining  the 
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process,  in  scientific  terms,  to  the  patient,  mean 
time;  which,  of  course,  was  immensely  cheering 
and  comfortable.  There  was  an  uncanny  sort  of 
fascination  in  watching  him,  as  he  peered  and 
probed  into  the  mechanism  of  those  wonderful 
bodies,  whose  mysteries  he  understood  so  we!}. 
The  more  intricate  the  wound,  the  better  he  liked 
it*  A  poor  private,  with  both  legs  off,  and  shot 
through  the  lungs,  possessed  more  attractions  for 
him  than  a  dozen  generals,  slightly  scratched  in 
some  "  masterly  retreat ; "  and  had  any  one  ap 
peared  in  small  pieces,  requesting  to  be  put  to 
gether  again,  ne  would  have  considered  it  a  special 
dispensation. 

The  amputations  were  reserved  till  the  morrow, 
and  the  merciful  magic  of  either  was  not  thought 
necessary  that  day,  so  the  poor  souls  had  to  bear 
their  pains  as  best  they  might.  It  is  all  very  well 
to  talk  of  the  patience  of  woman ;  and  far  be  it 
from  me  to  pluck  that  feather  from  her  cap,  for, 
heaven  knows,  she  isn't  allowed  to  wear  many; 
but  the  patient  endurance  of  these  men,  under 
trials  of  the  flesh,  was  truly  wonderful ;  their  forti 
tude  seemed  contagious,  and  scarcely  a  cry  escaped 
them,  though  I  often  longed  to  groan  for  them, 
when  pride  kept  their  white  lips  shut,  while  great 
drops  stood  upon  their  foreheads,  and  the  bed 
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shook  with  the  irreoressible  tremor  of  their  tor 
tured  bodies.  One  or  two  Irishmen  anathe* 
matized  the  doctors  with  the  frankness  of  their 
nation,  and  ordered  the  Virgin  to  stand  by  them, 
as  if  she  had  been  the  wedded  Biddy  to  whom 
they  could  administer  the  poker,  if  she  didn't; 
but,  as  a  general  thing,  the  work  went  on  in 
silence,  broken  only  by  some  quiet  request  for 
roller,  instruments,  or  plaster,  a  sigh  from  the 
patient,  or  a  sympathizing  murmur  from  the 
nurse. 

It  was  long  past  noon  before  these  repairs 
were  even  partially  made;  and,  having  got  the 
bodies  of  my  boys  into  something  like  order,  the 
next  task  was  to  minister  to  their  minds,  by  writ 
ing  letters  to  the  anxious  souls  at  home ;  answering 
questions,  reading  papers,  taking  possession  of 
money  and  valuables  ;  for  the  eighth  commandment 
was  reduced  to  a  very  fragmentary  condition,  both 
by  the  blacks  and  whites,  who  ornamented  oui 
hospital  with  their  presence.  Pocket  books, 
purses,  miniatures,  and  watches,  were  sealed  up, 
labelled,  and  handed  over  to  the  matron,  till  such 
times  as  the  owners  thereof  were  ready  to  depart 
homeward  or  campward  again.  The  letters  dic 
tated  to  me,  and  revised  by  me,  that  afternoon, 
*ould  have  made  an  excellent  chapter  for  some 
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future  history  of  the  war;  for,  like  that  whicl- 
Thackeray's  "  Ensign  Spooney  "  wrote  his  mother 
rust  before  Waterloo,  they  were  "full  of  affection; 
piuck,  and  bad  spelling;  "  nearly  all  giving  lively 
accounts  of  the  battle,  and  ending  with  a  some 
what  sudden  plunge  from  patriotism  to  provender, 
desiring  "  Marm,"  "Mary  Ann/'  or  "Aunt 
Peters/'  to  send  along  some  pies,  pickles,  sweet 
stuff,  and  apples,  "to  yourn  in  haste/'  Joe,  Sam, 
or  Ned,  as  the  case  might  be. 

My  little  Sergeant  insisted  on  trying  to  scribble 
something  with  his  left  hand,  and  patiently  ac 
complished  some  half  dozen  lines  of  hieroglyphics, 
which  he  gave  me  to  fold  and  direct,  with  a  boyish 
blush,  that  rendered  a  glimpse  of  "My  Dearest 
Jane,"  unnecessary,  to  assure  me  that  the  heroic 
lad  had  been  more  successful  in  the  service  of 
Commander- in- Chief  Cupid  than  that  of  Gen. 
Mars ;  and  a  charming  little  romance  blossomed 
instanter  in  Nurse  Periwinkle's  romantic  fancy, 
though  no  further  confidences  were  made  that  day, 
for  Sergeant  fell  asleep,  and,  judging  from  his 
tranquil  face,  visited  his  absent  sweetheart  in  the 
pleasant  land  of  dreams. 

At  five  o'clock  a  great  bell  rang,  and  the 
attendants  flew,  not  to  arms,  but  to  their  trays,  to 
bring  up  supper,  when  a  second  uproar  announcec 
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that  it  was  ready.  The  new  comers  woke  at  the 
sound ;  and  I  presently  discovered  that  it  took  a 
very  bad  wound  to  incapacitate  the  defenders  of 
the  faith  for  the  consumption  of  their  rations  ;  the 
amount  that  some  of  them  sequestered  was  amaz 
ing  ;  but  when  I  suggested  the  probability  of  a 
famine  hereafter,  to  the  matron,  that  motherly 
lady  cried  out :  "  Bless  their  hearts,  why  shouldn't 
they  eat  ?  It's  their  only  amusement ;  so  fill  every 
one,  and,  if  there's  not  enough  ready  to-night, 
I'll  lend  my  share  to  the  Lord  by  giving  it  to  the 
boys/'  And,  whipping  up  her  coffee-pot  and 
plate  of  toast,  she  gladdened  the  eyes  and  stomachs 
of  two  or  three  dissatisfied  heroes,  by  serving  them 
with  a  liberal  hand ;  and  I  haven't  the  slightest 
doubt  that,  having  cast  her  bread  upon  the  waters, 
it  came  back  buttered,  as  another  large-hearted  old 
lady  was  wont  to  say. 

Then  came  the  doctor's  evening  visit;  the  ad 
ministration  of  medicines  ;  washing  feverish  faces; 
smoothing  tumbled  beds ;  wetting  wounds ;  sing 
ing  lullabies  ;  and  preparations  for  the  night.  By 
eleven,  the  last  labour  of  love  was  done ;  the  last 
"  good  night "  spoken ;  and,  if  any  needed  a 
reward  for  that  day's  work,  they  surely  received  it, 
\n  the  silent  eloquence  of  those  long  lines  of  faces, 
showing  pale  and  peaceful  in  the  shaded  rooms,  as 
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ive  quitted  them,  followed  by  grateful  glances  that 
lighted  us  to  bed,  where  rest,  the  sweetest,  made 
our  pillows  soft,  while  Night  and  Nature  took  our 
places,  filling  that  great  house  of  pain  with  the 
healing  miracles  of  Sleep.,  and  his  diviner  brother, 
Death. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

A    NIGHT. 

EING  fond  of  the  night  side  of  nature, 
I  was  soon  promoted  to  the  post  ol 
night  nurse,  with  every  facility  for 
indulging  in  my  favourite  pastime  of 
"owling."  My  colleague,  a  black- 
eyed  widow,  relieved  me  at  dawn,  we  two 
taking  care  of  the  ward  between  us,  like 
the  immortal  Sairy  and  Betsy,  "turn  and  turn 
about."  I  usually  found  my  boys  in  the  jolliest 
state  of  mind  their  condition  allowed  ;  for  it  was  a 
known  fact  that  Nurse  Periwinkle  objected  to  blue 
devils,  and  entertained  a  belief  that  he  who  laughed 
most  was  surest  of  recovery.  At  the  beginning 
of  my  reign,  dumps  and  dismals  prevailed;  the 
nurses  looked  anxious  and  tired,  the  men  gloomy 
or  sad ;  and  a  general  "  Hark  !-from-the-tombs-a- 
doleful-sound  "  style  of  conversation  seemed  to  be 
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the  fashion :  a  state  of  things  which  caused  one 
coming  from  a  merry,  social  New  England  town 
to  feel  as  if  she  had  got  into  an  exhausted  receiver ,' 
and  the  instinct  of  self-preservation,  to  say  no 
thing  of  a  philanthropic  desire  to  serve  the  race, 
caused  a  speedy  change  in  Ward  No.  i. 

More  flattering  than  the  most  gracefully  turned 
compliment,  more  grateful  than  the  most  admiring 
glance,  was  the  sight  of  those  rows  of  faces,  all 
strange  to  me  a  little  while  ago,  now  lighting  up 
with  smiles  of  we'-ome  as  I  came  among  them, 
enjoying  that  moment  heartily,  with  a  womanly 
pride  in  their  regard,  a  motherly  affection  for  them 
all.  The  evenings  were  spent  in  reading  aloud, 
writing  letters,  waiting  on  and  amusing  the  men, 
going  the  rounds  with  Dr.  P.,  as  he  made  his 
second  daily  survey,  dressing  my  dozen  wounds 
afresh,  giving  last  doses,  and  making  them  cosy 
for  the  long  hours  to  come,  till  the  nine  o'clock 
bell  rang,  the  gas  was  turned  down,  the  day  nurses 
went  off  duty,  the  night  watch  came  on,  and  my 
nocturnal  adventure  began. 

My  ward  was  now  divided  into  three  rooms  ; 
and,  under  favour  of  the  matron,  I  had  managed 
to  soil  out  the  patients  in  such  a  way  that  I  had 
what  I  called  "  my  duty  room/'  my  "  pleasure 
*oom/'  and  my  "  pathetic  room/'  and  worked  for 
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each  in  a  different  way.  One,  I  visited  armed 
with  a  dressing  tray,  full  of  rollers,  plasters,  and 
pins;  another,  with  books,  flowers,  games,  and 
gossip ;  a  third,  with  teapots,  lullabies,  consola 
tion,  and,  sometimes,  a  shroud. 

Wherever  the  sickest  or  most  helpless  man 
chanced  to  be,  there  I  held  my  watch,  often  visit 
ing  the  other  rooms,  to  see  that  the  general  watch 
man  of  the  ward  did  his  duty  by  the  fires  and  the 
wounds,  the  latter  needing  constant  wetting.  Not 
only  on  this  account  did  I  meander,  but  also  to 
get  fresher  air  than  the  close  rooms  afforded ;  for, 
owing  to  the  stupidity  of  that  mysterious  "some 
body  "  who  does  all  the  damage  in  the  world,  the 
windows  had  been  carefully  nailed  down  above, 
and  the  lower  sashes  could  only  be  raised  in  the 
mildest  weather,  for  the  men  lay  just  below.  I 
had  suggested  a  summary  smashing  of  a  few  panes 
here  and  there,  when  frequent  appeals  to  head 
quarters  had  proved  unavailing,  and  daily  orders 
to  lazy  attendants  had  come  to  nothing.  No  one 
seconded  the  motion,  however,  and  the  nails  were 
far  beyond  my  reach ;  for  though  belonging  to  the 
sisterhood  of  "  ministering  angels/*  I  had  no 
<vings,  and  might  as  well  have  asked  for  Jacob's 
(adder  as  a  pair  of  steps  in  that  charitable  chaos. 

One  of  the  harmless  ghosts  who  bore  me  coin- 
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pany  during  the  haunted  hours  was  Dan,  the 
watchman,  whom  I  regarded  with  a  certain  a\vr ; 
for,  though  so  much  together,  I  never  fairly  saw 
his  face,  and,  but  for  his  legs,  should  never  have 
recognized  him,  as  we  seldom  met  by  day.  These 
legs  were  remarkable,  as  was  his  whole  figure,  for 
his  body  was  short,  rotund,  arid  done  up  in  a  big 
jacket  and  muffler ;  his  beard  hid  the  lower  part 
of  his  face,  his  hat-brim  the  upper ;  and  all  I  ever 
discovered  was  a  pair  of  sleepy  eyes  and  a  very 
mild  voice.  But  the  legs  ! — very  long,  very  thin, 
very  crooked  and  feeble,  looking  like  grey  sausages 
in  their  tight  coverings,  without  a  ray  of  pegtopish. 
ness  about  them,  and  finished  off  with  a  pair  of 
expansive  green  cloth  shoes,  very  like  Chinese 
junks,  with  the  sails  down.  This  figure,  gliding 
noiselessly  about  the  dimly-lighted  rooms,  was 
strongly  suggestive  of  the  spirit  of  a  heer  barrel 
mounted  on  cork  screws,  haunting  the  old  hotel  in 
search  of  its  lost  mates,  emptied  and  staved  in 
/ong  ago. 

Another  goblin  who  frequently  appeared  to  me 
was  the  attendant  of  the  pathetic  room,  who,  being 
a  faithful  soul,  was  often  up  to  tend  two  or  three 
men,  weak  and  wandering  as  babies,  after  the 
fever  had  gone.  The  amiable  creature  beguiled 
the  vvatrftes  of  the  night  by  brewing  jorums  of  a 
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fearful  beverage,  which  he  called  coffee,  arid  insistea 
on  sharing  with  me ;  coming  in  with  a  great  bowl  of 
something  like  mud  soup,  scalding  hot,  guiltless  of 
cream,  rich  in  an  all-pervading  flavour  of  molasses, 
scorch,,  and  tin  pot.  Such  an  amount  of  good  will 
arid  neighbourly  kindness  also  went  into  the  mess 
that  I  never  could  find  the  heart  to  refuse,  but 
always  received  it  with  thanks,  sipped  it  with  hypo 
critical  relish  while  he  remained,  and  whipped  it 
into  the  slop-jar  the  instant  he  departed,  thereby 
gratifying  him,  securing  one  rousing  laugh  in  the 
doziest  hour  of  the  night,  and  no  one  was  the  worse 
for  the  transaction  but  the  pigs.  Whether  they 
were  "  cut  off  untimely  in  their  sins,"  or  not,  I 
carefully  abstained  from  enquiring. 

It  was  a  strange  life — asleep  half  the  day,  ex 
ploring  Washington  the  other  half,  and  all  night 
hovering,  like  a  massive  cherubim,  in  a  red  rigo- 
lette,  over  the  slumbering  sons  of  man.  I  liked  it, 
and  found  many  things  to  amuse,  instruct,  and 
interest  me.  The  snores  alone  were  quite  a  study, 
varying  from  the  mild  sniff  to  the  stentorian  snort, 
which  startled  the  echoes  and  hoisted  the  per 
former  erect  to  accuse  his  neighbour  of  the  deed, 
magnanimously  forgive  him,  and,  wrapping  the 
drapery  of  his  couch  about  him,  lie  down  to 
vocal  slumber.  After  listening  for  a  week  to  this 
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band  of  wind  instruments,  I  indulged  in  the 
belief  that  I  could  recognize  each  by  the  snore 
alone,  and  was  tempted  to  join  the  chorus  by 
breaking  out  with  John  Brown's  favourite 
hymn — 

"  Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow  !" 

I  would  have  given  much  to  have  possessed 
the  art  of  sketching,  for  many  of  the  faces  became 
wonderfully  interesting  when  unconscious.  Some 
grew  stern  and  grim,  the  men  evidently  dreaming 
of  war,  as  they  gave  orders,  groaned  over  their 
wounds,  or  cursed  the  rebels  vigorously ;  some 
grew  sad  and  infinitely  pathetic,  as  if  the  pain, 
borne  silently  all  day,  revenged  itself  by  now  be 
traying  what  the  man's  pride  had  copcealed  so 
well.  Often  the  roughest  grew  young  and  pleasant 
when  sleep  smoothed  the  hard  lines  away,  letting 
the  real  nature  assert  itself;  many  almost  seemed 
to  speak,  and  I  learned  to  know  these  men  bette! 
by  night  than  through  any  intercourse  by  day. 
Sometimes  they  disappointed  me,  for  faces  that 
looked  merry  and  good  in  the  light,  seemed  bad 
and  sly  when  the  shadows  came;  and  though  they 
made  no  confidences  in  words,  I  read  their  lives, 
leaving  them  to  wonder  at  the  change  of  manner 
this  midnight  magic  wrought  in  their  nurse.  A 
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few  talked  busily ;  one  drummer  boy  sang  sweetly, 
though  no  persuasions  could  win  a  note  from  him 
by  day ;  and  several  depended  on  being  told  what 
they  had  talked  of  in  the  morning.  Even  my  con 
stitutionals  in  the  chilly  halls  possessed  a  certain 
charm,  for  the  house  was  never  still.  Sentinels 
tramped  round  it  all  night  long,  their  muskets 
glittering  in  the  wintry  moonlight  as  they  walked, 
or  stood  before  the  doors,  straight  and  silent,  as 
figures  of  stone,  causing  one  to  conjure  up 
romantic  visions  of  guarded  forts,  sudden  sur 
prises,  and  daring  deeds ;  for  in  these  war  times 
the  hum-drum  life  of  Yankeedom  has  vanished, 
and  the  most  prosaic  feel  some  thrill  of  that 
excitement  which  stirs  the  nation's  heart,  and 
makes  its  capital  a  camp  of  hospitals.  Wandering 
up  and  down  these  lower  halls,  I  often  heard  cries 
from  above,  steps  hurrying  to  and  fro,  saw  sur 
geons  passing  up,  or  men  coming  down  carrying 
a  stretcher,  where  lay  a  long  white  figure,  whose 
face  was  shrouded  and  whose  fight  was  done. 
Sometimes  I  stopped  to  watch  the  passers  in  the 
Yreet,  the  moonlight  shining  on  the  spire  opposite, 
or  the  gleam  of  some  vessel  floating,  like  a  white- 
winged  sea-guil,  down  the  broad  Potomac,  whose 
lullest  flow  can  never  \*  ash  away  the  red  stain  of 
the  land. 
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The  night  whose  events  I  have  a  fancy  to 
record,  opened  with  a  little  comedy,  and  closed 
with  a  great  tragedy;  for  a  virtuous  and  useful 
life  untimely  ended  is  always  tragical  to  those  who 
see  not  as  God  sees.  My  headquarters  were  be 
side  the  bed  of  a  New  Jersey  boy,  crazed  by  the 
horrors  of  that  dreadful  Saturday.  A  slight 
wound  in  the  knee  brought  him  there,  but  his 
mind  had  suffered  more  than  his  body;  some 
string  of  that  delicate  machine  was  overstrained, 
and  for  days  he  had  been  relieving,  in  imagi 
nation,  the  scenes  he  could  not  forget,  till  his 
distress  broke  out  in  incoherent  ravings,  pitiful  to 
hear.  As  I  sat  by  him,  endeavouring  to  soothe 
his  poor  distracted  brain  by  the  constant  touch  of* 
wet  hands  over  his  hot  forehead,  he  lay  cheering 
his  comrades  on,  hurrying  them  back,  then  count 
ing  them  as  they  fell  around  him,  often  clutching 
my  arm,  to  drag  me  from  the  vicinity  of  a  bursting 
shell,  or  covering  up  his  head  to  screen  himself 
from  a  shower  of  shot;  his  face  brilliant  with 
fever ;  his  eyes  restless ;  his  head  never  still ; 
every  muscle  strained  and  rigid ;  while  an  incessant 
stream  of  defiant  shouts,  whispered  warnings,  and 
broken  laments,  poured  from  his  lips  with  that 
forceful  bewilderment  which  makes  such  wander 
ings  so  hard  to  overhear. 
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It  was  past  eleven,  and  my  patient  was  slowly 
wearying  himself  into  fitful  intervals  of  quietude, 
when,  in  one  of  these  pauses,  a  curious  sound 
arrested  my  attention.  Looking  over  my  shoulder, 
I  saw  a  one-legged  phantom  hopping  nimbly  down 
the  room;  and,  going  to  meet  it,  recognized  a 
certain  Pennsylvania  gentleman,  whose  wound- 
fever  had  taken  a  turn  for  the  worse,  and,  depriv 
ing  him  of  the  few  wits  a  drunken  campaign  had 
left  him,  set  him  literally  tripping  on  the  light, 
Fantastic  toe  "  toward  home/'  as  he  blandly  in 
formed  me,  touching  the  military  cap  which  formed 
a  striking  contrast  to  the  severe  simplicity  of  the 
rest  of  his  decidedly  undress  uniform.  When  sane, 
the  least  movement  produced  a  roar  of  pain  or  a 
volley  of  oaths;  but  the  departure  of  reason  seemed 
to  have  wrought  an  agreeable  change,  both  in  the 
man  and  his  manners  ;  for,  balancing  himself  on 
one  leg,  like  a  meditative  stork,  he  plunged  into 
an  animated  discussion  of  the  war,  the  President, 
lager  beer,  and  Enfield  rifles,  regardless  of  an} 
suggestions  of  mine  as  to  the  propriety  of  return 
ing  to  bed,  lest  he  be  court-martialed  for  deser- 


Anything  more  supremely  ridiculous  can  hardly 
£  imagined  than  this  figure,  scantily  draped  in 
white,  its  one  foot  covered  with  a  big  blue  sock,  a 
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dingy  cap  set  rakingly  askew  on  its  shaven  head, 
and  placid  satisfaction  beaming  in  its  broad  red 
face,  as  it  nourished  a  mug  in  one  hand,  an  old 
boot  in  the  other,  calling  them  canteen  and  knap 
sack,  while  it  skipped  and  fluttered  in  the  most 
unearthly  fashion.  What  to  do  with  the  creature 
I  didn't  know ;  Dan  was  absent,  and  if  I  went  to 
find  him,  the  perambulator  might  festoon  himself 
out  of  the  window,  set  his  toga  on  fire,  or  do  some 
of  his  neighbours  a  mischief.  The  attendant  of 
the  room  was  sleeping  like  a  near  relative  of  the 
celebrated  Seven,  and  nothing  short  of  pins  would 
rouse  him;  for  he  had  been  out  that  day,  and 
whiskey  asserted  its  supremacy  in  balmy  whiffs. 
Still  declaiming,  in  a  fine  flow  of  eloquence,  the 
demented  gentleman  hopped  on,  blind  and  deaf  to 
my  graspings  and  entreaties ;  and  I  was  about  to 
slam  the  door  in  his  face,  and  run  for  help,  when 
a  second  and  saner  phantom,  "all  in  white/' 
came  to  the  rescue,  in  the  likeness  of  a  big  Prus 
sian,  who  spoke  no  English,  but  divined  the  crisis, 
and  put  an  end  to  it,  by  bundling  the  lively  mono- 
ped  into  his  bed,  like  a  baby,  with  an  authoritative 
command  to  "stay  put/'  which  received  added 
weight  from  being  delivered  in  an  odd  conglomera 
tion  of  French  and  German,  accompanied  by 
warning  wags  of  a  head  decorated  with  a  yellow 
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cotton  night-cap,  rendered  most  imposing  by  a 
tassel  like  a  bell-pull.  Rather  exhausted  by  his 
excursion,  the  member  from  Pennsylvania  sub 
sided;  and,  after  an  irrepressible  laugh  together, 
my  Prussian  ally  and  myself  were  returning  to  our 
places,  when  the  echo  of  a  sob  caused  us  to  glanct 
along  the  beds.  It  came  from  one  in  the  corner 
— such  a  little  bed  ! — and  such  a  tearful  little  face 
looked  up  at  us,  as  we  stopped  beside  it!  The 
twelve  years  old  drummer-boy  was  not  singing 
now,  but  sobbing,  with  a  manly  effort  all  the  while 
to  stifle  the  distressful  sounds  that  would  break 
out. 

"What  is  it,  Teddy?"  I  asked,  as  he  rubbed 
the  tears  away,  arid  checked  himself  in  the  middle 
of  a  great  sob  to  answer  plaintively — 

"  Fve  got  a  chill,  ma'am,  but  I  ain't  cryin'  for 
that,  'cause  Pm  used  to  it.  I  dreamed  Kit  was 
here,  and  when  I  waked  up  he  wasn't,  and  I 
couldn't  help  it,  then." 

The  boy  came  in  with  the  rest,  and  the  man 
who  was  taken  dead  from  the  ambulance  was  the 
Kit  he  mourned.  Well  he  might ;  for,  when  the 
wounded  were  brought  from  Fredericksburg,  the 
child  lay  in  one  of  the  camps  thereabout,  and  this 
good  friend,  though  sorely  hurt  himself,  would  not 
leave  him  to  the  exposure  and  neglect  of  such  a 
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time  and  place;  but,  wrapping  him  in  his  own 
blanket,  carried  him  in  his  arms  to  the  transport, 
tended  him  during  the  passage,  and  only  yielded 
up  his  charge  when  Death  met  him  at  the  door  of 
the  hospital  which  promised  care  and  comfort  for 
the  boy.  For  ten  days,  Teddy  had  shivered  or 
burned  with  fever  and  ague,  pining  the  while  for 
Kit,  and  refusing  to  be  comforted,  because  he  had 
not  been  able  to  thank  him  for  the  generous  pro 
tection,  which,  perhaps,  had  cost  the  giver's  life. 
The  vivid  dream  had  wrung  the  childish  heart  with 
a  fresh  pang;  and,  when  I  tried  the  solace  fitted 
for  his  years,  the  remorseful  fear  that  haunted  him 
found  vent  in  a  fresh  burst  of  tears,  as  he  looked 
at  the  wasted  hands  I  was  endeavouring  to  warm: 

"  Oh !  if  I'd  only  been  as  thin  when  Kit 
carried  me  as  I  am  now,  maybe  he  wouldn't  have 
died;  but  I  was  heavy,  he  was  hurt  worser  thar 
we  knew,  and  so  it  killed  him ;  and  I  didn't  see 
him  to  say  good-bye/' 

This  thought  had  troubled  him  in  secret;  and 
my  assurances  that  his  friend  would  probably  nave 
died  at  all  events,  hardly  assuaged  the  bitterness 
of  his  regretful  grief. 

At  this  juncture,  the  delirious  man  began  to 
shout;  the  one-legged  rose  up  in  his  bed,  as  if 
preparing  for  another  dart;  Teddy  bewailed  him- 
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self  more  piteously  than  before:  and  if  ever  a 
woman  was  at  her  wit's  end,  that  distracted  female 
was  Nurse  Periwinkle,  during  the  space  of  two  or 
three  minutes,  as  she  vibrated  between  the  three 
beds,  like  an  agitated  pendulum.  Like  a  most 
opportune  reinforcement,  Dan,  the  bandy,  appeared, 
and  devoted  himself  to  the  lively  party,  leaving 
me  free  to  return  to  my  post;  for  the  Prussian, 
with  a  nod  and  a  smile,  took  the  lad  away  to  his 
own  bed,  and  lulled  him  to  sleep  with  a  soothing 
murmur,  like  a  mammoth  humble-bee.  I  liked 
that  in  Fritz,  and  if  he  ever  wondered  afterwards 
at  the  dainties  which  sometimes  found  their  way 
into  his  rations,  or  the  extra  comforts  of  his  bed, 
he  might  have  found  a  solution  of  the  mystery  in 
sundry  persons'  knowledge  of  the  fatherly  action 
of  that  night. 

Hardly  was  I  settled  again,  when  the  inevitable 
bowl  appeared,  and  its  bearer  delivered  a  message 
I  had  expected,  yet  dreaded  to  receive : — 

"John  is  going,  ma'am,  and  wants  to  see  you, 
if  you  can  come/' 

"The  moment  this  boy  is  asleep;  tell  him  so, 
and  let  me  know  if  I  am  in  danger  of  being  too 
late." 

My  Ganymede  departed,  and  while  I  quieted 
poor  Shaw,  I  thought  of  John.  He  came  in  a 
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day  or  two  after  the  others;  and,  one  evening, 
when  I  entered  my  "  pathetic  roonv"  I  found  a 
lately  emptied  bed  occupied  by  a  large,  fair  man. 
with  a  fine  face,  and  the  serenest  eyes  I  ever  met. 
One  of  the  earlier  comers  had  often  spoken  of  a 
friend,  who  had  remained  behind,  that  those 
apparently  worse  wounded  than  himself  might 
reach  a  shelter  first.  It  seemed  a  David  and 
Jonathan  sort  of  friendship.  The  man  fretted  for 
his  mate,  and  was  never  tired  of  praising  John — 
his  courage,  sobriety,  self-denial,  and  unfailing 
kindliness  of  heart;  always  winding  up  with, 
"  He's  an  out-an'-out  fine  feller,  ma'am ;  you  see 
if  he  ain't." 

I  had  some  curiosity  to  behold  this  piece  of 
excellence,  and,  when  he  came,  watched  him  for  ? 
night  or  two,  before  I  made  friends  with  him; 
for,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  was  a  little  afraid  of  the 
stately-looking  man,  whose  bed  had  to  be  length 
ened  to  accommodate  his  commanding  stature ; 
who  seldom  spoke,  uttered  no  complaint,  asked  no 
sympathy,  but  tranquilly  observed  what  went  on 
about  him ;  and,  as  he  lay  high  upon  his  pillows, 
no  picture  of  dying  statesman  or  warrior  was  ever 
fuller  of  real  dignity  than  this  Virginia  blacksmith. 
A  most  attractive  face  he  had,  framed  in  brown 
hair  and  beard,  comely  featured  and  full  of  vigour, 
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as  yet  unsubdued  by  pain;  thoughtful  and  often 
beautifully  mild  while  watching  the  afflictions  of 
others,  as  if  entirely  forgetful  of  his  own.  His 
mouth  was  gravfc  and  firm,  with  plenty  of  will  and 
courage  in  its  lines,  but  a  smile  could  make  it  as 
sweet  as  any  woman's ;  and  his  eyes  were  child's 
eyes,  looking  one  fairly  in  the  face,  with  a  clear, 
straightforward  glance,  which  promised  well  for 
such  as  placed  their  faith  in  him.  He  seemed  to 
cling  to  life,  as  if  it  were  rich  in  duties  and  de 
lights,  and  he  had  learned  the  secret  of  content. 
The  only  time  I  saw  his  composure  disturbed,  was 
when  my  surgeon  brought  another  to  examine 
John,  who  scrutinized  their  faces  with  an  anxious 
look,  asking  of  the  elder,  "  Do  you  think  I  shall 
pull  through,  sir?"  "I  hope  so,  my  man."  And, 
as  the  two  passed  on,  John's  eye  still  followed 
them,  with  an  intentness  which  would  have  won  a 
clearer  answer  from  them,  had  they  seen  it.  A 
momentaiy  shadow  flitted  over  his  face;  then  came 
the  usual  serenity,  as  if,  in  that  brief  eclipse,  he 
had  acknowledged  the  existence  of  some  hard 
possibility,  and,  asking  nothing  yet  hoping  all 
things,  left  the  issue  in  God's  hands,  \\ith  that 
submission  which  is  true  piety. 

The  next  night,  as  I  went  my  rounds  with  Dr. 
PM  I  happened  to  ask  which  man  in  the  room 
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probably  suffered  most;  and,  to  my  great  surprise, 
he  glanced  at  John. 

"Every  breath  he  draws  is  like  a  stab;  for  the 
ball  pierced  the  left  lung,  broke  a  rib,  and  did  no 
end  of  damage  here  and  there;  so  the  poor  lad 
can  find  neither  forgetful  ness  nor  ease,  because  he 
must  lie  on  his  wounded  back  or  suffocate.  It 
will  be  a  hard  struggle,  and  a  long  one,  for  he 
possesses  great  vitality;  but  even  his  temperate 
life  can't  save  him;  I  wish  it  could." 

"You  don't  mean  he  must  die,  Doctor?" 

"Bless  you,  there's  not  the  slightest  hope  for 
him;  and  you'd  better  tell  him  so  before  long. 
Women  have  a  way  of  doing  such  things  com 
fortably,  so  I  leave  it  to  you.  He  won't  last  more 
than  a  day  or  two,  at  furthest." 

I  could  have  sat  down  on  the  spot  and  cried 
heartily,  if  I  had  not  learned  the  wisdom  of  bot 
tling  up  one's  tears  for  leisure  moments.  Such  an 
end  seemed  very  hard  for  such  a  man,  when  half- 
a-dozen  worn-out,  worthless  bodies  round  him, 
were  gathering  up  the  remnants  of  wasted  lives, 
to  linger  on  for  years,  perhaps,  burdens  to  others, 
daily  reproaches  to  themselves.  The  army  needed 
men  like  John,  earnest,  brave,  and  faithful ;  fight* 
ing  for  liberty  and  justice  with  both  heart  and 
band,  true  soldiers  of  the  Lord,  I  could  not  give 
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him  up  so  soon,  or  think  with  any  patience  of  so 
excellent  a  nature  robbed  of  its  fulfilment,  and 
blundered  into  eternity  by  the  rashness  or  stupidity 
of  those  at  whose  hands  so  many  lives  may  be 
required.  It  was  an  easy  thing  for  Dr.  P.  to  say, 
"  Tell  him  he  must  die/'  but  a  cruelly  hard  thing 
to  do,  and  by  no  means  as  "  comfortable "  as  he 
politely  suggested.  I  had  not  the  heart  to  do  it 
then,  and  privately  indulged  the  hope  that  some 
change  for  the  better  might  take  place,  in  spite  of 
gloomy  prophecies ;  so,  rendering  my  task  unne 
cessary.  A  few  minutes  later,  as  I  came  in  again, 
with  fresh  rollers,  I  saw  John  sitting  erect,  with 
no  one  to  support  him,  while  the  surgeon  dressed 
his  back.  I  had  never  hitherto  seen  it  done ;  for, 
having  simpler  wounds  to  attend  to,  and  knowing 
the  fidelity  of  the  attendant,  I  had  left  John  to 
him,  thinking  it  might  be  more  agreeable  and  safe ; 
for  both  strength  and  experience  were  needed  in 
his  case.  I  had  forgotten  that  the  strong  man 
might  long  for  the  gentler  tendance  of  a  woman's 
hands,  the  sympathetic  magnetism  of  a  woman's 
presence,  as  well  as  the  feebler  souls  about  him. 
The  Doctor's  words  caused  me  to  reproach  myself 
with  neglect,  not  of  any  real  duty,  perhaps,  but  of 
those  little  cares  and  kindnesses  that  solace  home 
sick  spirits,  and  make  the  heavy  hours  pass  easier. 


Something  to  Do.  77 

John  looked  lonely  and  forsaken  just  then,  as  he 
sat  with  bent  head,  hands  folded  on  his  knee,  and 
no  outward  sign  of  suffering,  till,  looking  nearer,  I 
saw  great  tears  roll  down  and  drop  upon  the  floor. 
It  was  a  new  sight  there ;  for,  though  I  had  seen 
many  suffer,  some  swore,  some  groaned,  most 
endured  silently,  but  none  wept.  Yet  it  did  not 
seem  weak,  only  very  touching ;  and  straightway 
my  fear  vanished,  my  heart  opened  wide  and  took 
him  in,  as  gathering  the  bent  head  in  my  arms,  as 
freely  as  if  he  had  been  a  little  child,  I  said,  "  Let 
me  help  you  bear  it,  John." 

Never,  on  any  human  countenance,  have  I  seen 
so  swift  and  beautiful  a  look  of  gratitude,  surprise, 
and  comfort,  as  that  which  answered  me  more 
eloquently  than  the  whispered — 

"  Thank  you,  ma'am,  this  is  right  good !  this 
is  what  I  wanted !  " 

"  Then  why  not  ask  for  it  before  ?  " 
"  I  didn't  like  to  be  a  trouble ;  you  seemed  so 
busy,  and  I  could  manage  to  get  on  alone." 
"  You  shall  not  want  it  any  more,  John." 
Nor  did  he;  for  now  I  understood  the  wist 
ful  look  that  sometimes  followed  me,  as  I  went 
out,  after  a  brief  pause  beside  his  bed,  or  merely  a 
passing  nod,  while  busied  with  those  who  seemed 
to  need  me  more  than  he,  because  more  urgent  in 


78  Something  to  Do. 

their  demands ;  now  I  knew  that  to  him,  as  to  so 
many,  I  was  the  poor  substitute  for  mother,  wife, 
or  sister,  and  in  his  eyes  no  stranger,  but  a  friend 
who  hitherto  had  seemed  neglectful ;  for,  in  his 
modesty,  he  had  never  guessed  the  truth.  This 
was  changed  now ;  and,  through  the  tedious 
operation  of  probing,  bathing,  and  dressing  his 
wounds,  he  leaned  against  me,  holding  my  hand 
fast,  and,  if  pain  wrung  further  tears  from  him, 
no  one  saw  them  fall  but  me.  When  he  was  laid 
down  again,  I  hovered  about  him,  in  a  remorseful 
state  of  mind  that  would  not  let  me  rest,  till  I  had 
bathed  his  face,  brushed  his  "  bonny  brown  hair," 
set  all  things  smooth  about  him,  and  laid  a  knot 
of  heath  and  heliotrope  on  his  clean  pillow.  While 
doing  this,  he  watched  me  with  the  satisfied  ex 
pression  I  so  liked  to  see ;  and  when  I  offered  the 
little  nosegay,  held  it  carefully  in  his  great  hand, 
smoothed  a  ruffled  leaf  or  two,  surveyed  and  smelt 
it  with  an  air  of  genuine  delight,  and  lay  content 
edly  regarding  the  glimmer  of  the  sunshLie  on  the 
green.  Although  the  manliest  man  among  my 
forty,  he  said,  "Yes,  ma'am,"  like  a  little  boy; 
received  suggestions  for  his  comfort  with  the  quick 
smile  that  brightened  his  whole  face ;  and  now  and 
then,  as  I  stood  tidying  the  table  by  his  bed,  I  felt 
him  softly  touch  my  gown,  as  if  to  assure  himself 
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that  I  was  there.  Anything  more  natural  and 
frank  I  never  saw,  and  found  this  brave  John  as 
bashful  as  brave,  yet  full  of  excellences  and  fine 
aspirations,  which,  having  no  power  to  express 
themselves  in  words,  seemed  to  have  bloomed  into 
his  character  and  made  him  what  he  was. 

After  that  night,  an  hour  of  each  evening  that 
remained  to  him  was  devoted  to  his  ease  or  plea 
sure.  He  could  not  talk  much,  for  breath  was 
precious,  and  he  spoke  in  whispers;  but  from 
occasional  conversations,  I  gleaned  scraps  of  pri 
vate  history  which  only  added  to  the  affection  and 
respect  I  felt  for  him.  Once  he  asked  me  to  write 
a  letter,  and  as  I  settled  pen  and  paper,  I  said, 
with  an  irrepressible  glimmer  of  feminine  curiosity, 
"  Shall  it  be  addressed  to  wife,  or  mother,  John?  " 

"  Neither,  ma5 am  ;  Pve  got  no  wife,  and  will 
write  to  mother  myself  when  I  get  better.  Did 
you  think  I  was  married  because  «of  this  ?  *  he 
asked,  touching  a  plain  ring  he  wore,  and  often 
turneo  thoughtfully  on  his  finger  when  he  lay 
alone. 

"  Partly  that,  but  more  from  a  settled  sort  of 
look  you  have,  a  look  which  young  men  seldom 
get  until  they  marry." 

"  I  don't  know  that ;  but  I'm  not  so  very 
Doling,  ma'am,  thirty  in  May,  and  have  been  what 
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you  might  call  settled  this  ten  years;  for  mother's 
a  widow,  I'm  the  oldest  child  she  has,  and  it 
wouldn't  do  for  me  to  marry  until  Lizzy  has  a 
home  of  her  own,  and  Laurie's  learned  his  trade ; 
for  we're  not  rich,  and  I  must  be  father  to  the 
children  and  husband  to  the  dear  old  woman,  if  I 
can." 

"  No  doubt  but  you  are  both,  John ;  yet  how 
came  you  to  go  to  war,  if  you  felt  so  ?  Wasn't 
enlisting  as  bad  as  marrying  ? " 

"  No,  ma'am,  not  as  I  see  it,  for  one  is  help 
ing  my  neighbour,  the  other  pleasing  myself.  I 
went  because  I  couldn't  help  it.  I  didn't  want 
the  glory  or  the  pay ;  I  wanted  the  right  thing 
done,  and  people  kept  saying  the  men  who  were  in 
earnest  ought  to  fight.  I  was  in  earnest,  the  Lore' 
knows  !  but  I  held  off  as  long  a^  I  could,  not 
knowing  which  was  my  duty;  mother  saw  the 
case,  gave  me.  her  ring  to  keep  me  steady,  and 
said  ' Go:'  so  I  went." 

A  short  story  and  a  simple  one,  but  the  man 
and  the  mother  were  portrayed  better  than  pages 
of  fine  writing  could  have  done  it. 

"  Do  you  ever  regret  that  you  came,  when  you 
lie  here  suffering  so  much  ?  " 

"  Never,  ma'am ;  I  haven't  helped  a  great  deal, 
but  Pve  shown  I  was  willing  to  give  my  life,  and 
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perhaps  Pve  got  to ;  but  I  don't  blame  anybody, 
and  if  it  was  to  do  over  again,  Pd  do  it.  Pm  a 
little  sorry  I  wasn't  wounded  in  front;  it  looks 
cowardily  to  be  hit  in  the  back,  but  I  obeyed 
orders,  and  it  don't  matter  in  the  end,  I  know/' 

Poor  John  !  it  did  not  matter  now,  except  that 
a  shot  in  front  might  have  spared  the  long  agony 
in  store  for  him.  He  seemed  to  read  the  thought 
that  troubled  me,  as  he  spoke  so  hopefully  when 
there  was  no  hope,  for  he  suddenly  added: 

"This  is  my  first  battle;  do  they  think  it's 
going  to  be  my  last  ?  " 

"Pm  afraid  they  do,  John." 

It  was  the  hardest  question  I  had  ever  been 
called  upon  to  answer;  doubly  hard  with  those 
dear  eyes  fixed  on  mine,  forcing  a  truthful  answer 
by  their  own  truth.  He  seemed  a  little  startled 
at  first,  pondered  over  the  faithful  fact  a  moment, 
then  shook  his  head,  with  a  glance  at  the  broad 
chest  and  muscular  limbs  stretched  out  before 
him: 

"  Pm  not  afraid,  but  it's  difficult  to  believe  all 
at  once.  Pm  so  strong  it  don't  seem  possible  for 
such  a  little  wound  to  kill  me." 

Merry  Mercutio's  dying  words  glanced  through 
my  memory  as  he  spoke :  "  'Tis  not  so  deep  as  a 
well,  nor  so  wide  as  a  church  door,  but  'f.is 
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enough."  And  John  would  have  said  the  same 
could  he  have  seen  the  ominous  black  holes  be 
tween  his  shoulders.  He  never  had;  and,  seeing  the 
ghastly  sights  about  him,  could  not  believe  his  own 
wound  more  fatal  than  these,  for  all  the  suffering 
it  caused  him. 

"  Shall  I  write  to  your  mother  now ?"  Tasked, 
thinking  that  these  sudden  tidings  might  change 
all  plans  and  purposes ;  but  they  did  not ;  for  the 
man  received  the  order  of  the  Divine  Commander 
to  march  with  the  same  unquestioning  obedience 
with  which  the  soldier  had  received  that  of  the 
human  one,  doubtless  remembering  that  the  first 
led  him  to  life,  and  the  last  to  death. 

"No,  ma'am;  to  Laurie  just  the  same;  he'll 
break  it  to  her  best,  and  I'll  add  a  line  to  her  my 
self  when  you  get  done." 

So  I  wrote  the  letter  which  he  dictated,  finding 
it  better  than  any  I  had  sent ;  for,  though  here 
and  there  a  little  ungrammatical  or  inelegant,  each 
sentence  came  to  me  briefly  worded,  but  most 
expressive;  full  of  excellent  counsel  to  the  boy, 
tenderly  bequeathing  "  mother  and  Lizzie  "  to  his 
care,  and  bidding  him  good-bye  in  words  the 
sadder  for  their  simplicity.  He  added  a  few  lines, 
with  steady  hand,  and,  as  I  sealed  it,  said,  with  a 
patient  sort  of  sigh,  "  I  hope  the  answer  will  come 
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in  time  for  me  to  see  it;"  then,  taming  away 
his  face,  laid  the  flowers  against  his  lips,  as 
if  to  hide  some  quiver  of  emotion  at  the  thought 
of  such  a  sudden  sundering  of  all  the  dear  home 
ties. 

These  things  had  happened  two  days  before ; 
aow  John  was  dying,  and  the  letter  had  not  come. 
I  had  been  summoned  to  many  deathbeds  in  my 
life,  but  to  none  that  made  my  heart  ache  as  it  did 
then,  since  my  mother  called  me  to  watch  the  de 
parture  of  a  spirit  akin  to  this  in  its  gentleness 
and  patient  strength.  As  I  went  in,  John  stretched 
out  both  hands. 

"  I  knew  you'd  come !  I  guess  Pm  moving 
on,  ma'am." 

He  was ;  and  so  rapidly  that,  even  while  he 
spoke,  over  his  face  I  saw  the  grey  veil  falling  that 
no  human  hand  can  lift.  I  sat  down  by  him, 
wiped  the  drops  from  his  forehead,  stirred  the  air 
about  him  with  the  slow  wave  of  a  fan,  and  waited 
to  help  him  die.  He  stood  in  sore  need  of  help — 
and  I  could  do  so  little;  for,  as  the  doctor  had 
foretold,  the  strong  body  rebelled  against  death, 
and  fought  every  inch  of  the  way,  forcing  him  to 
draw  each  breath  with  a  spasm,  and  clench  his 
hands  with  an  imploring  look,  as  if  he  asked, 
M  How  long  must  I  endure  this,  and  be  still  ?  * 
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For  hours  he  suffered  dumbly,  without  a  moment's 
respite,  or  a  moment's  murmuring ;  his  limbs 
grew  cold,  his  face  damp,  his  lips  white,  and,  again 
and  again,  he  tore  the  covering  off  his  breast, 
as  if  the  lightest  weight  added  to  his  agony; 
yet  through  it  all,  his  eyes  never  lost  theii 
perfect  serenity,  and  the  man's  soul  seemed 
to  sit  therein,  .undaunted  by  the  ills  that  vexed  his 
flesh. 

One  by  one,  the  men  woke,  and  round  the  room 
appeared  a  circle  of  pale  faces  and  watchful  eyes, 
full  of  awe  and  pity ;  for,  though  a  stranger,  John 
was  beloved  by  all.  Each  man  there  had  won 
dered  at  his  patience,  respected  his  piety,  admired 
his  fortitude,  and  now  lamented  his  hard  death ; 
for  the  influence  of  an  upright  nature  had  made 
itself  deeply  felt,  even  in  one  little  week.  Pre 
sently,  the  Jonathan  who  so  loved  this  comely 
David,  came  creeping  from  his  bed  for  a  last  look 
and  word.  The  kind  soul  was  full  of  trouble,  as 
the  choke  in  his  voice,  the  grasp  of  his  hand  be 
trayed  ;  but  there  were  no  tears,  and  the  farewell 
of  the  friends  was  the  more  touching  for  its 
brevity. 

"  Old  boy,  how  are  you  ?"  faltered  the  one. 

"Most  through,  thank  heaven  I"  whispered  the 
other. 
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"  Can  I  say  or  do  anything  for  you  any 
wheres?" 

"  Take  my  things  home,  and  tell  them  that  I 
did  my  best." 

"  I  will !  I  will." 

"  Good-bye,  Ned." 

"  Good-bye,  John,  good-bye. " 

They  kissed  each  other,  tenderly  as  Women, 
and  so  parted,  for  poor  Ned  could  not  stay  to  see 
his  comrade  die.  For  a  little  while,  there  was  no 
sound  in  the  room  but  the  drip  of  water,  from  a 
stump  or  two,  and  John's  distressful  gasps,  as  he 
slowly  breathed  his  life  away.  I  thought  him 
nearly  gone,  and  had  just  laid  down  the  fan, 
believing  its  help  to  be  no  longer  needed,  when 
suddenly  he  rose  up  in  his  bed,  and  cried  out  with 
a  bitter  cry  that  broke  the  silence,  sharply  startling 
every  one  with  its  agonized  appeal. 

"  For  God's  sake,  give  me  air  !" 

It  was  the  only  cry  pain  or  death  had  wrung 
from  him,  the  only  boon  he  had  asked ;  and  none 
of  us  could  grant  it,  for  all  the  airs  that  blew  were 
useless  now.  Dan  flung  up  the  window.  The 
first  red  streak  of  dawn  was  warming  the  grey 
east,  a  herald  of  the  coming  sun ;  John  saw  it, 
and  with  the  love  of  light  which  lingers  in  us  to 
the  end,  seemed  to  read  in  it  a  sign  of  hope  of 
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help,  for,  over  his  whole  face  there  broke  that 
mysterious  expression,  brighter  than  any  smile, 
which  often  comes  to  eyes  that  look  their  last. 
He  laid  himself  gently  down ;  and,  stretching  out 
his  strong  right  arm,  as  if  to  grasp  and  bring 
the  blessed  air  to  his  lips  in  a  fuller  flow,  lapsed 
into  a  merciful  unconsciousness,  which  assured 
us  that  for  him  suffering  was  for  ever  past.  He 
died  then;  for,  though  the  heavy  breaths  still 
tore  their  way  up  for  a  little  longer,  they  were 
but  the  waves  of  an  ebbing  tide  that  beat  unfelt 
against  the  wreck,  which  an  immortal  voyager 
had  deserted  with  a  smile.  He  never  spoke  again, 
but  to  the  end  held  my  hand  close,  so  close  that 
when  he  was  asleep  at  last,  I  could  not  draw  it 
c  way.  Dan  helped  me,  warning  me  as  he  did  so, 
lhat  it  was  unsafe  for  dead  and  living  flesh  to  lie  so 
Jong  together ;  but  though  my  hand  was  strangely 
cold  and  stiff,  and  four  white  marks  remained 
across  its  back,  even  when  warmth  and  colour 
had  returned  elsewhere,  I  could  not  but  be 
glad  that,  through  its  touch,  the  presence  of 
human  sympathy,  perhaps,  had  lightened  that 
hard  hour. 

When  they  had  made  him  ready  for  the  grave, 
John  lay  in  state  for  half  an  hour,  a  thing  which 
seldom  happened  in  that  busy  place ;  but  a  uni- 
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versal  sentiment  .of  reverence  and  affection  seemed 
to  fill  the  hearts  of  all  who  had  known  or  heard  of 
him;  and  when  the  rumour  of   his   death   went 
through  the  house,  always  astir,  many  came  to  see 
him,  and  I  felt  a  tender  sort  of  pride  in  my  lost 
patient  •  for  he  looked  a  most  heroic  figure,  lying 
there  stately  and  still  as  the  statue  of  some  young 
knight  asleep  upon  his  tomb.     The  lovely  expres 
sion  which  so  often  beautifies  dead  faces,  soon  re 
placed  the  marks  of  pain,  and  I  longed  for  those 
who   loved   him  best   to  see  him  when  half  an 
hour's  acquaintance  with  Death  had  made  them 
friends.     As  we  stood  looking  at  him,  the  ward 
master  handed  me  a  letter,  saying  it  had  been  for 
gotten  the  night   before.     It  was  John's  letter, 
come  just  an  hour  too  late   to  gladden  the  eyes 
thkt  had  longed    and    looked    for   it   so  eagerly : 
yet  he  had  it ;  for,  after  I  had  cut  some  brown 
locks  for  his  mother,  and  taken  off  the  ring  to  send 
her,  telling  how  well  the  talisman  had   done  its 
work,  T  <:ssed  this  good  son  for   her  sake,  and 
kid  the  letter  in  his  hand,    still   folded  as  when 
I  'Jrew  my  own  away,   feeling  that  its  place  was 
Uwre,  and  making  myself  happy  with  the  thought, 
that  *»ven  in  his  solitary  place  in  the  "  Government 
Lot,"  he  would  not  be  without  some  token  of  the 
which  makes  life  beautitul  and  outlives  death, 
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Then  I  left  him,  glad  to  have  known  so  genuine  & 
man,  and  carrying  with  me  an  enduring  memory 
of  the  brave  Virginia  blacksmith,  as  he  lay  serenely 
waiting  for  the  dawn  of  that  long  day  which  know  s 
no  night. 


CHAPTER  V. 

OFF    DUTY. 

Y  dear  girl,  we  shall  have  you  sick  in 
your  bed,  unless  you  keep  yourself 
warm  and  quiet  for  a  few  days. 
Widow  Wadman  can  take  care  of 
the  ward  alone,  now  the  men  are  so  com 
fortable,  and  have  her  vacation  when  you 
are  about  again.  Now,  do  be  prudent  in 
time,  and  don't  let  me  have  to  add  a  Periwinkli 
to  my  bouquet  of  patients." 

This  advice  was  delivered,  in  a  paternal  mail' 
tier,  by  the  youngest  surgeon  in  the  hospital,  a 
kind-hearted  little  gentleman,  who  seemed  to  con 
sider  me  a  frail  young  blossom,  that  needed  much 
cherishing,  instead  of  a  tough  old  spinster,  who 
had  been  knocking  about  the  world  for  thirty 
years.  At  the  time  I  write  of,  he  discovered  me 
sitting  on  the  stairs,  with  a  nice  cloud  of  unwhole- 
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some  steam  rising  from  the  washroom ;  a  party 
of  January  breezes  disporting  themselves  in  the 
nails ;  and  perfumes,  by  no  means  from  "  Araby 
the  blest/"  keeping  them  company;  while  I  en 
joyed  a  fit  of  coughing,  which  caused  my  head  to 
spin  in  a  way  that  made  the  application  of  a  cool 
banister  both  necessary  and  agreeable,  as  I  waited 
for  the  frolicsome  wind  to  restore  the  breath  I'd 
lost;  cheering  myself,  meantime,  with  a  secret 
conviction  that  pneumonia  was  waiting  for  me 
round  the  corner.  This  piece  of  advice  had  been 
offered  by  several  persons  for  a  week,  and  refused 
oy  me  with  the  obstinacy  with  which  my  sex  is 
so  richly  gifted.  But  the  last  few  hours  had  de 
veloped  several  surprising  internal  and  external 
phenomena,  which  impressed  upon  me  the  fact, 
that  if  I  didn't  make  a  masterly  retreat  very  soon, 
I  should  tumble  down  somewhere,  and  have  to  be 
borne  ignominiously  from  the  field.  My  head  felt 
jike  a  cannon  ball;  my  feet  had  a  tendency  to 
cleave  to  the  floor ;  the  walls  at  times  undulated 
in  a  most  disagreeable  manner  ;  people  looked 
unnaturally  big ;  and  the  ' '  very  bottles  on  the 
mankle  shelf"  appeared  to  dance  derisively  before 
my  eyes.  Taking  these  things  into  consideration 
while  blinking  stupidly  at  Dr.  Z.,  I  resolved  to 
retire  gracefully,  if  I  must ;  so,  with  a  valedictory 
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to  my  boys,  a  private  lecture  to  Mrs.  Wadman, 
and  a  fervent  wish  that  I  could  take  off  my  body 
and  work  in  my  soul,  I  mournfully  ascended  to 
my  apartment,  and  Nurse  P.  was  reported  off 
duty. 

For  the  benefit  of  any  ardent  damsel  whose 
patriotic  fancy  may  have  surrounded  hospital  life 
with  a  halo  of  charms,  I  will  briefly  describe  the 
bower  to  which  I  retired,  in  a  somewhat  ruinous 
condition.  It  was  well  ventilated,  for  five  panes 
of  glass  had  suffered  compound  fractures,  which 
all  the  surgeons  and  nurses  had  failed  to  heal ; 
the  two  windows  were  draped  with  sheets,  the 
church  hospital  opposite  being  a  brick  and  mortar 
Argus,  and  the  female  mind  cherishing  a  preju 
dice  in  favour  of  privacy  during  the  night-capped 
periods  of  existence.  A  bare  floor  supported  two 
narrow  iron  beds,  spread  with  thin  mattresses  like 
plasters,  furnished  with  pillows  in  the  last  stages 
of  consumption.  In  a  fire-place,  guiltless  of  shovel, 
tongs,  andirons,  or  grate,  burned  a  log,  inch  by 
inch,  being  too  long  to  go  on  all  at  once;  so, 
while  the  fire  blazed  away  at  one  end,  I  did  the 
same  at  the  other,  as  I  tripped  over  it  a  dozen 
times  a  day,  and  flew  up  to  poke  it  a  dozen  times 
at  night,  A  mirror  (let  us  be  elegant !)  of  the 
of  a  muffin,  and  about  as  reflective, 
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hung  over  a  tin  basin,  blue  pitcher,  and  a  brace  of 
yellow  mugs.  Two  invalid  tables,  ditto  chairs, 
wandered  here  and  there,  and  the  closet  contained 
a  varied  collection  of  bonnets,  bottles,  bags,  boots, 
bread-and-butter,  boxes,  and  bugs.  The  closet 
was  a  regular  Blue  Beard  cupboard  to  me.  I 
always  opened  it  with  fear  and  trembling,  owing 
to  rats,  and  shut  it  in  anguish  of  spirit ;  for  time 
jmd  space  were  not  to  be  had,  and  chaos  reigned 
along  with  the  rats.  Our  chimney-piece  was  de 
corated  with  a  flat-iron,  a  Bible,  a  candle  minus 
stick,  a  lavender  water-bottle,  a  new  tin  pan,  so 
brilliant  that  it  served  nicely  for  a  pier-glass,  and 
such  of  the  portly  black  bugs  as  preferred  a  warmer 
climate  than  the  rubbish  hole  afforded.  Two  arks, 
commonly  called  trunks,  lurkod  behind  the  door, 
containing  the  worldly  goods  of  the  twain  who 
laughed  and  cried,  slept  and  scrambled,  in  this 
refuge ;  while  from  the  white-washed  walls  above 
either  bed,  looked  down  the  pictured  faces  of  those 
whose  memory  can  make  for  us — 

"  One  little  room  an  everywhere." 

For  a  day  or  two  1  managed  to  appear  at  meals ; 
for  the  human  grub  must  eat  till  the  bufcterfly  is 
ready  to  break  loose,  and  no  one  had  time  to  come 
up  two  flights  while  it  was  possible  for  me  to  come 
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clown.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  add  another  affliction 
jr  reproach  to  that  enduring  man,  the  steward, 
for,  compared  with  his  predecessor,  he  was  a  horn 
of  plenty ;  hut — I  put  it  to  any  candid  mind — is 
not  the  following  bill  of  fare  susceptible  of  im 
provement,  without  plunging  the  nation  madly 
into  debt?  The  three  meals  were  " pretty  much 
>f  a  muchness,"  and  consisted  of  beef,  evidently 
put  down  for  the  men  of  '76;  pork,  just  in  from 
the  street ;  army  bread,  composed  of  saw-dust  and 
saleratus;  butter,  salt  as  if  churned  by  Lot's  wife; 
stewed  blackberries,  so  much  like  preserved  cock 
roaches,  that  only  those  devoid  of  imagination 
could  partake  thereof  with  relish ;  coffee,  mild  and 
muddy;  tea,  three  dried  huckleberry  leaves  to  a 
quart  of  water — flavoured  with  lime — also  ani 
mated  and  unconscious  of  any  approach  to  clear 
ness.  Variety  being  the  spice  of  life,  a  small  pinch 
of  the  article  would  have  been  appreciated  by  the 
hungry,  hard-working  sisterhood,  one  of  whom, 
though  accustomed  to  plain  fare,  soon  found  her 
self  reduced  to  bread  and  water ;  having  an  inborn 
repugnance  to  the  fat  of  the  land  and  the  salt  of 
the  earth. 

Another  peculiarity  of  these  hospital  meals  was 
the  rapidity  with  which  the  edibles  vanished,  and 
the  impossibility  of  getting  a  drop  or  crumb  «£ter 
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the  usual  time.  At  the  first  ring  of  the  bell  , 
general  stampede  took  place ;  some  twenty  hungr 
souls  rushed  to  the  dining-room,  swept  over  th 
table  like  a  swarm  of  locusts,  and  left  no  fragmen 
for  any  tardy  creature  who  arrived  fifteen  minute 
late.  Thinking  it  of  more  importance  that  tin 
patients  should  be  well  and  comfortably  fed,  I  tool 
my  time  about  my  own  meals  for  the  first  day  o 
/•wo  after  I  came,  but  was  speedily  enlightened  b 
Isaac,  the  black  waiter,  who  bore  with  me  a  fe\ 
times,  and  then  informed  me,  looking  as  stern  as  fate 

l<  I  say,  mam,  ef  you  comes  so  late  you  can' 
have  no  vittles — 'cause  Pm  'bleeged  for  ter  gi 
things  ready,  fer  de  doctor's  'mazin'  spry  arter  yo 
misses  and  folks  is  clone.  De  gen'lemen  donj 
kere  fer  ter  wait,  no  more  does  I ;  so  you  jes 
please  ter  come  at  de  time,  and  dere  won't  be  n 
frettin'  nowheres." 

It  was  a  new  sensation  to  stand  looking  s 
a  full  table,  painfully  conscious  of  one  of  th 
vacuums  wh:."h  Nature  abhors,  and  receive  o-dtr 
l;)  i  ir  ht  abaut  face,  without  partaking  of  the  nou 
lishment  which  your  inner  woman  clamorous! 
demanded.  lh^  doctors  always  fared  oetter  tha 
we;  anJ  io.  a  moment  a  desperate  impnls 
promnceJ  nst  l*>  £ive  them  a  hint,  by  walking  o 
with  the  matt-ni,  or  confiscating  the  pie.  Bi 
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Ike's  eye  was  on  me,  and,  to  my  shame  be  it 
spoken,  I  walked  meekly  away ;  went  dinnerless 
that  day,  and  that  evening  went  to  market,  laying 
in  a  small  stock  of  crackers,  cheese,  and  apples, 
that  my  boys  might  not  be  neglected,  nor  myself 
obliged  to  bolt  solid  and  liquid  dyspepsias,  or 
starve.  This  plan  would  have  succeeded  admi 
rably  had  not  the  evil  star  under  which  I  was  born 
been  in  the  ascendant  during  that  month,  and  cast 
its  malign  influences  even  into  my  "Bumble" 
larder ;  for  the  rats  had  their  dessert  off  my 
cheese,  the  bugs  set  up  housekeeping  in  my 
cracker-bag,  and  the  apples,  like  all  worldly  riches, 
took  to  themselves  wings  and  flew  away ;  whither 
no  man  could  tell,  though  certain  black  imps 
might  have  thrown  light  upon  the  matter,  had  not 
the  plaintiff  in  the  case  been  loth  to  add  another 
to  the  many  trials  of  long-suffering  Africa.  After 
this  failure  I  resigned  myself  to  fate,  and,  remem 
bering  that  bread  was  called  the  staff  of  life,  leaned 
pretty  exclusively  upon  it;  but  it  proved  a  broken 
reed,  and  I  came  to  the  ground  after  a  few  weeks 
of  prison  fare,  varied  by  an  occasional  potato  c 
surreptitious  sip  of  milk. 

Very  soon  after  leaving  the  care  of  my  war6 
I  discovered  that  I  had  no  appetite,  and  cut  the 
iread-and-butter  interests  almost  entirely,  trying 
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the  exercise  and  sun  cure  instead.  Flattering 
myself  that  I  had  plenty  of  time,  and  could  sw 
all  that  was  to  be  seen,  so  far  as  a  lone  lorn 
female  could  venture  in  a  city,  one-half  of  whost 
male  population  seemed  to  be  taking  the  other 
half  to  the  guard-house — every  morning  I  took 
a  brisk  run  in  one  direction  or  another;  for  the 
January  days  were  as  mild  as  spring.  A  rollick 
ing  north  wind  and  occasional  snow  storm  would 
have  been  more  to  my  taste,  for  the  one  would 
have  braced  and  refreshed  tired  body  and  soul ; 
the  other  have  purified  the  air,  and  spread  a  clean 
coverlid  over  the  bed,  wherein  the  capital  of  these 
United  States  appeared  to  be  dozing  pretty  soundly 
just  then. 

One  of  these  trips  was  to  the  Armoury  Hos 
pital,  the  neatness,  comfort,  and  convenience  of 
which  makes  it  an  honour  to  its  presiding  genius, 
and  arouses  all  the  covetous  propensities  of  such 
nurses  as  came  from  other  hospitals  to  visit  it. 

The  long,  clean,  warm,  and  airy  wards,  built 
barrack-fashion,  with  the  nurse's  room  at  the  end, 
were  fully  appreciated  by  Nurse  Periwinkle,  whose 
ward  and  private  bower  were  cold,  dirty,  inconve 
nient,  up  stairs  and  down  stairs,  and  in  everybody's 
chamber.  At  the  Armoury,  in  ward  K,  I  found  a 
cheery,  bright-eyed,  white-aproned  little  lady,  read- 
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ing  at  her  post  near  the  stove ;  matting  under  her 
feet ;  a  draft  of  fresh  air  flowing  in  above  her  head; 
a  table  full  of  trays,  glasses,  and  such  matters,  on 
one  side,  a  large,  well-stocked  medicine  chest  on 
the  other ;  and  all  her  duty  seemed  to  be  going 
about  now  and  then  to  give  doses,  which  well- 
trained  attendants  executed,  and  pet,  advise,  or 
comfort  Tom,  Dick,  or  Harry,  as  she  found  best. 
As  I  watched  the  proceedings,  I  recalled  my  own 
tribulations,  and  contrasted  the  two  hospitals  in  a 
way  that  would  have  caused  my  summary  dis 
missal,  could  it  have  been  reported  at  headquarters. 
Here,  order,  method,  common-sense,  and  liberality 
reigned  and  ruled,  in  a  style  that  did  one's  heart 
good  to  see ;  at  the  Hurly-burly  Hotel,  disorder, 
discomfort,  bad  management,  and  no  visible  head, 
reduced  things  to  a  condition  which  I  despair  of 
describing.  The  circumlocution  fashion  prevailed, 
forms  and  fusses  tormented  our  souls,  and  un 
necessary  strictness  in  one  place  was  counter 
balanced  by  unpardonable  laxity  in  another.  Here 
is  a  sample  :  I  am  dressing  Sam  Dammer's 
shoulder;  and,  having  cleansed  the  wound,  look 
about  for  some  strips  of  adhesive  plaster  to  hold 
on  the  little  square  of  wet  linen  which  is  to  covefc 
the  gunshot  wound ;  the  case  is  not  in  the  tray; 
Frank,  the  sleepy,  half-sick  attendant,  know* 
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nothing  of  t;  we  rummage  high  and  low;  Sam 
is  tired,  ana  fumes  ;  Frank  dawdles  and  yawns ; 
the  men  advise  and  laugh  at  the  flurry ;  I  feel  like 
a  boiling  tea-kettle,  with  the  lid  ready  to  fly  oflf 
and  damage  somebody. 

"  Go  and  borrow  some  from  the  next  ward,  and 
spend  the  rest  of  the  day  in  finding  ours,"  I  finally 
command.  A  pause;  then  Frank  scuffles  back  with 
the  message :  "  Miss  Peppercorn  ain't  got  none, 
and  says  you  ain't  no  business  to  lose  your  own 
duds  and  go  borrowin*  other  folkses."  I  say 
nothing,  for  fear  of  saying  too  much,  but  fly  to  the 
surgery.  Mr.  Toddypestle  informs  me  that  I  can't 
have  anything  without  an  order  from  the  surgeon 
of  my  ward.  Great  heavens  !  where  is  he  ?  and 
away  I  rush,  up  and  down,  here  and  there,  till  at 
last  I  find  him,  in  a  state  of  bliss  over  a  compli 
cated  amputation,  in  the  fourth  story.  I  make 
my  demand ;  he  answers,  "  In  five  minutes/'  and 
works  away,  with  his  head  upside  down,  as  he  ties 
an  artery,  saws  a  bone,  or  does  a  little  needlework, 
with  a  visible  relish,  and  very  sanguinary  pair  of 
hands.  The  five  minutes  grow  to  fifteen,  and 
Frank  appears,  with  the  remark  that,  "  Dammer 
wants  to  know  what  in  thunder  you  are  keeping 
him  there  with  his  finger  on  a  wet  rag  for  ?  "  Dr. 
P.  tears  himself  away  long  enough  to  scribble  the 
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order,  with  which  I  plunge  downward  to  the  sur 
gery  again,  find  the  door  locked,  and,  while 
hammering  away  on  it,  am  told  that  two  friends 
are  waiting  to  see  me  in  the  hall.  The  matron 
being  away,  her  parlour  is  locked,  and  there  is 
nowhere  to  see  my  guests  but  in  my  own  room, 
and  no  time  to  enjoy  them  till  the  plaster  is  found. 
I  settle  this  matter,  and  circulate  through  the 
house  to  find  Toddypestle,  who  has  no  right  to 
leave  the  surgery  till  night.  He  is  discovered  in 
the  dead-house,  smoking  a  cigar,  and  very  much 
the  worse  for  his  researches  among  the  spirituous 
preparations  that  fill  the  surgery  shelves.  He  is 
inclined  to  be  gallant,  and  puts  the  finishing  blow 
to  the  fire  of  my  wrath ;  for  the  teakettle-lid  flies 
off,  and  driving  him  before  me  to  his  post,  I  fling 
down  the  order,  take  what  I  choose,  and,  leaving 
the  absurd  incapable  kissing  his  hand  to  me,  de 
part,  feeling  as  Grandma  Riglesty  is  reported  to 
have  done,  when  she  vainly  sought  for  chips,  in 
Bimleck  Jackwood's  "  shifless  paster/' 

I  find  Dammer  a  well -acted  charade  of  his  own 
name,  and,  just  as  I  get  him  done,  struggling  the 
while  with  a  burning  desire  to  clap  an  adhesive 
strip  across  his  mouth,  full  of  heaven-defying  oaths, 
Frank  takes  up  his  boot  to  put  it  on,  and  ex- 
si  aims— • 
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"  I'm  blest  ef  here  ain't  that  case  now  !  I  re* 
collect  seeing  it  pitch  in  this  morning  but  forgot 
all  about  it,  till  my  heel  went  smash  inter  it. 
Here,  ma'am,  ketch  hold  on  it,  and  give  the  boys 
a  sheet  on't  all  round,  'gainst  it  tumbles  inter 
t'other  boot  next  time  yer  want  it." 

If  a  look  could  annihilate,  Francis  Saucebox 
would  have  ceased  to  exist,  but  it  couldn't ;  there 
fore,  he  yet  lives,  to  aggravate  some  unhappy 
woman's  soul,  and  wax  fat  in  some  equally  con 
genial  situation. 

Now,  while  I'm  freeing  my  mind,  I  should  like 
to  enter  my  protest  against  employing  convalescents 
as  attendants,  instead  of  strong,  properly  trained, 
and  cheerful  men.  How  it  may  be  in  other  places 
I  cannot  say ;  but  here  it  was  a  source  of  constant 
trouble  and  confusion,  these  feeble,  ignorant  men 
trying  to  sweep,  scrub,  lift,  and  wait  upon  their 
sicker  comrades.  One,  with  a  diseased  heart,  was 
expected  to  run  up  and  down  stairs,  carry  heavy 
trays,  and  move  helpless  men;  he  tried  it,  and 
grew  rapidly  worse  than  when  he  first  came :  and, 
when  he  was  ordered  out  to  march  away  to  the 
convalescent  hospital,  fell,  in  a  sort  of  fit,  before 
he  turned  the  corner,  and  was  brought  back  to  die. 
Another,  hurt  by  a  fall  from  his  horse,  endeavoured 
to  do  his  duty,  but  failed  entirely,  and  the  wrath 
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of  the  ward-master  fell  upon  the  nurse,  who  must 
either  scrub  the  rooms  herself,  or  take  the  lecture ; 
for  the  boy  looked  stout  and  well,  and  the  master 
never  happened  to  see  him  turn  white  with  pain,  or 
hear  him  groan  in  his  sleep  when  an  involuntary 
motion  strained  his  poor  back.  Constant  com 
plaints  were  being  made  of  incompetent  attendants, 
and  some  dozen  women  did  double  duty,  and  then 
were  blamed  for  breaking  down.  If  any  hospital 
director  fancies  this  a  good  and  economical 
arrangement,  allow  one  used-up  nurse  to  tell  him 
it  isn't,  and  beg  him  to  spare  the  sisterhood,  who 
sometimes,  in  their  sympathy,  forget  that  they  are 
mortal,  and  run  the  risk  of  being  made  immortal 
sooner  than  is  agreeable  to  their  partial  friends. 

Another  of  my  few  rambles  took  me  to  the 
Senate  Chamber,  hoping  to  hear  and  see  if  this 
large  machine  was  run  any  better  than  some  small 
ones  I  knew  of.  I  was  too  late,  and  found  the 
Speaker's  chair  occupied  by  a  coloured  gentleman 
j>f  ten ;  while  two  others  were  "  on  their  legs/' 
having  a  hot  debate  on  the  corn-ball  question,  as 
they  gathered  the  waste  paper  strewn  about  the  flooi 
into  bags ;  and  several  white  members  played  leap 
frog  over  the  desks,  a  much  wholesomer  relaxation 
than  some  of  the  older  senators  indulge  in,  I  fancy. 
Finding  the  coast  clear,  I  likewise  gambolled  up  and 
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down,  from  gallery  to  gallery;  sat  in  Sumner's 
chair,  and  cudgelled  an  imaginary  Brooks  within 
an  inch  of  his  life ;  examined  Wilson's  books  in 
the  coolest  possible  manner ;  warmed  my  feet  at 
one  of  the  national  registers ;  read  people's  names 
on  scattered  envelopes,  and  pocketed  a  castaway 
autograph  or  two ;  watched  the  somewhat  unpar- 
.•iamentary  proceedings  going  on  about  me,  and 
wondered  who  in  the  world  all  the  sedate  gentle 
men  were  who  kept  popping  out  of  odd  doors  here 
and  there,  like  respectable  Jacks-in-the-box.  Then 
I  wandered  over  the  "  palatial  residence  "  of  Mrs. 
Columbia,  and  examined  its  many  beauties,  though 
I  can't  say  I  thought  her  a  tidy  housekeeper,  and 
didn't  admire  her  taste  in  pictures  ;  for  the  eye  of 
this  humble  individual  soon  wearied  of  expiring 
patriots,  who  all  appeared  to  be  quitting  their 
earthly  tabernacles  in  convulsions,  ruffled  shirts, 
and  a  whirl  of  torn  banners,  bombshells,  and  buff 
and  blue  arms  and  legs.  The  statuary  also  was 
massive  and  concrete,  but  rather  wearying  to  ex 
amine  ;  for  the  colossal  ladies  and  gentlemen 
carried  no  cards  of  introduction  in  face  or  figure ; 
so,  whether  the  meditative  party  in  a  kilt,  with 
well-developed  legs,  shoes  like  army  slippers,  and  a 
ponderous  nose,  was  Columbus,  Cato,  or  Cockelo- 
rum  Tibby,  the  tragedian,  was  more  than  I  could 
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tell.  Several  robust  ladies  attracted  me,  as  I  felt 
particularly  "  wimbly "  myself,  as  old  country 
women  say ;  but  which  was  America  and  which 
Pocahontas  was  a  mystery,  for  all  affected  much 
looseness  of  costume,  dishevelment  of  hair,  swords, 
arrows,  lances,  scales,  and  other  ornaments  quite 
passe  with  damsels  of  our  day,  whose  effigies  should 
go  down  to  posterity  armed  with  fans,  crochet- 
needles,  riding-whips,  and  parasols,  with  here  and 
there  one  holding  pen  or  pencil,  rolling-pin  or 
broom.  The  statue  of  Liberty  I  recognized  at 
once,  for  it  had  no  pedestal  as  yet,  but  stood  flat 
in  the  mud,  with  Young  Amenca  most  symboli 
cally  making  dirt  pies,  and  chip  forts,  in  its  shadow. 
But  high  above  the  squabbling  little  throng  and 
their  petty  plans,  the  sun  shone  full  on  Liberty* 
broad  forehead,  and,  in  her  hand,  some  summer 
bird  had  built  its  nest.  I  accepted  the  good  omen 
then,  and  on  the  first  of  January  the  Emancipa 
tion  Act  gave  the  statue  a  nobler  and  more 
enduring  pedestal  than  any  marble  or  granite  ever 
carved  and  quarried  by  human  hands. 

One  trip  to  Georgetown  Heights,  where  cedars 
sighed  overhead,  dead  leaves  rustled  underfoot, 
pleasant  paths  led  up  and  down,  and  a  brook 
wound  like  a  silver  snake  by  the  blackened  ruins 
of  some  French  minister's  house,  through  the  poor 
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gardens  of  the  b  ack  washerwomen  who  congre 
gated  there,  and,  passing  the  cemetery  with  a 
murmurous  lullaby,  rolled  away  to  pay  its  little 
tribute  to  the  river.  This  breezy  run  was  the  last 
I  took,  for  on  the  morrow  came  rain  and  wind,  and 
confinement  soon  proved  a  powerful  reinforcement 
to  the  enemy,  who  was  quietly  preparing  to  spring 
a  mine,  and  blow  me  five  hundred  miles  from  the 
position  I  had  taken  in  what  I  called  my  Chicka- 
hominy  Swamp. 

Shut  up  in  my  room,  with  no  voice,  spirits,  or 
books,  that  week  was  not  a  holiday  by  any  means. 
Finding  meals  a  humbug,  I  stopped  away  altogether, 
trusting  that  if  this  sparrow  was  of  any  worth,  the 
Lord  would  not  let  it  fall  to  the  ground.  Like  a 
flock  of  friendly  ravens,  my  sister  nurses  fed  me, 
not  only  with  food  for  the  body,  but  kind  words 
for  the  mind ;  and  soon,  from  being  half-starved,  I 
found  myself  so  beteaed  and  betoasted,  petted  and 
served*  that  I  was  quite  "  in  the  lap  of  luxury,"  in 
spite  of  cough,  headache,  a  painful  consciousness  of 
my  pleura,  and  a  realizing  sense  of  bones  in  the 
human  frame.  From  the  pleasant  house  on  the 
hill,  the  home  in  the  heart  of  Washington,  and  the 
Willard  caravansary,  came  friends  new  and  old, 
with  bottles,  baskets,  carriages,  and  invitations  for 
the  invalid ;  and  daily  our  Florence  Nightingale 
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climbed  the  steep  stairs,  stealing  a  moment  from 
her  busy  life,  to  watch  over  the  stranger,  of  whom 
she  was  as  thoughtfully  tender  as  any  mother. 
Long  may  she  wave !  Whatever  others  may  think 
or  say,  Nurse  Periwinkle  is  for  ever  grateful ;  and 
among  her  relics  of  that  Washington  defeat,  none 
is  more  valued  than  the  little  book  which  appeared 
on  her  pillow,  one  dreary  day ;  for  the  D.  D. 
vvritten  in  it  means  to  her  far  more  than  Doctor  of 
Divinity. 

Being  forbidden  to  meddle  with  fleshly  arms 
and  legs,  I  solaced  myself  by  mending  cotton 
ones,  and,  as  I  sat  sewing  at  my  window,  watched 
the  moving  panorama  that  passed  below ;  amusing 
myself  with  taking  notes  of  the  most  striking 
figures  in  it.  Long  trains  of  army  waggons  kept  up 
a  perpetual  rumble  from  morning  till  night ;  ambu 
lances  rattled  to  and  fro  with  busy  surgeons,  nurses 
taking  an  airing,  or  convalescents  going  in  parties 
to  be  fitted  to  artificial  limbs.  Strings  of  sorry- 
ooking  horses  passed,  saying  as  plainly  as  dumb 
creatures  could,  "  Why,  in  a  city  full  of  them,  is 
there  no  Aorsepital  for  us  ?  "  Often  a  cart  came 
by,  with  several  rough  coffins  in  it,  and  no 
mourners  following;  barouches,  with  invalid 
officers,  rolled  round  the  corner,  and  carriage  loads 
of  pretty  children,  with  black  coachmen,  footmen, 
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and  maids.  The  women  who  took  their  walks 
abroad,  were  so  extinguished  in  three-story  bon 
nets,  with  overhanging  balconies  of  flowers,  that 
their  charms  were  obscured ;  and  all  I  can  say  of 
them  is,  that  they  dressed  in  the  worst  possible 
taste,  and  walked  like  ducks. 

The  men  did  the  picturesque,  and  did  it  so 
well  that  Washington  looked  like  a  mammoth 
masquerade.  Spanish  hats,  scarlet-lined  riding 
cloaks,  swords  and  sashes,  high  boots  and  bright 
spurs,  beards  and  moustaches,  which  made  plain 
faces  comely,  and  comely  faces  heroic;  these 
vanities  of  the  flesh  transformed  our  butchers, 
bakers,  and  candlestick-makers  into  gallant  riders 
of  gaily  caparisoned  horses,  much  handsomer  than 
themselves  ;  and  dozens  of  such  figures  were  con 
stantly  prancing  by,  with  private  prickings  of 
spurs,  for  the  benefit  of  the  perambulating  flower 
bed.  Some  of  these  gentlemen  affected  painfully 
tight  uniforms,  and  little  caps,  kept  on  by  some 
new  law  of  gravitation,  as  they  covered  only  the 
bridge  of  the  nose,  yet  never  fell  off;  the  men 
looked  like  stuffed  fowls,  and  rode  as  if  the  safety 
of  the  nation  depended  on  their  speed  alone.  The 
fattest,  greyest  officers  dressed  most,  and  ambled 
statelily  along,  with  orderlies  behind,  trying  to 
look  as  if  they  did  not  know  the  stout  party  An 
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front,  and  doing  much  caracoling  on  their  own 
account. 

The  mules  were  my  especial  delight;  and  an 
hour's  study  of  a  constant  succession  of  them 
introduced  me  to  many  of  their  characteristics ; 
for  six  of  these  odd  little  beasts  drew  each  army 
waggon,  and  went  hopping  like  frogs  through  the 
stream  of  mud  that  gently  rolled  along  the  street. 
The  coquettish  mule  had  small  feet,  a  nicely 
Jfimmed  tassel  of'  a  tail,  perked  up  ears,  and 
Beemed  much  given  to  little  tosses  of  the  head, 
affected  skips  and  prances ;  and,  if  he  wore  the 
bells,  or  were  bedizened  with  a  bit  of  finery,  put 
on  as  many  airs  as  any  belle.  The  moral  mule 
was  a  stout,  hard-working  creature,  always  tug 
ging  with  all  his  might ;  often  pulling  away  after 
the  rest  had  stopped,  labouring  under  the  con 
scientious  delusion  that  food  for  the  entire  army 
depended  on  his  private  exertions.  I  respected 
this  style  of  mule;  and,  had  I  possessed  a  juicy 
cabbage,  would  have  pressed  it  upon  him,  with 
thanks  for  his  excellent  example.  The  historical 
mule  was  a  melo-dramatic  quadruped,  prone  to 
startling  humanity  by  erratic  leaps,  and  wild 
plunges,  much  shaking  of  his  stubborn  head,  and 
lashing  out  of  his  vicious  heels;  now  and  then 
failing  flat,  and  apparently  dying  d  la  Forrest :  a 
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gasp— a  squirm — a  flop,  and  so  on,  till  the  street 
was  well  blocked  up,  the  drivers  all  swearing  like 
demons  in  bad  hats,  and  the  chief  actor's  circula 
tion  decidedly  quickened  by  every  variety  of  kick, 
cuff,  jerk  and  haul.  When  the  last  breath  seemed 
to  have  left  his  body,  and  "  Doctors  were  in  vain," 
a  sudden  resurrection  took  place;  and  if  ever  a 
mule  laughed  with  scornful  triumph,  that  was  the 
beast,  as  he  leisurely  rose,  gave  a  comfortable 
shake;  and,  calmly  regarding  the  excited  crowdi, 
seemed  to  say — "  A  hit !  a  decided  hit !  for  th« 
stupidest  of  animals  has  bamboozled  a  dozen 
men.  Now  then  ?  what  are  you  stopping  the  way 
for  ? "  The  pathetic  mule  was,  perhaps,  the  m  )st 
interesting  of  all;  for,  though  he  always  seenved 
to  be  the  smallest,  thinnest,  weakest  of  the  six,  the 
postillion,  with  big  boots,  long-tailed  coat,  and 
heavy  whip,  was  sure  to  bestride  this  one,  who 
struggled  feebly  along,  head  down,  coat  muddy 
and  rough,  eye  spiritless  and  sad,  his  very  tail  a 
mortified  stump,  and  the  whole  beast  a  picture  of 
meek  misery,  fit  to  touch  a  heart  of  stone.  The 
jovial  mule  was  a  roly-poly,  happy-go-lucky  little 
piece  of  horse-flesh,  taking  everything  easily,  from 
cudgeling  to  caressing ;  strolling  along  with  a 
roguish  twinkle  of  the  eye,  and,  if  the  thing  were 
possible,  would  have  had  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
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and  whistled  as  he  went.  If  there  ever  chanced  to 
be  an  apple  core,  a  stray  turnip,  or  wisp  of  hay  in 
the  gutter,  this  Mark  Tapley  was  sure  to  find  it, 
and  none  of  his  mates  seemed  to  begrudge  him  his 
bite.  I  suspected  this  fellow  was  the  peacemaker, 
confident  and  friend  of  all  the  others,  for  he  had 
a  sort  of"  Cheer -up, -old-boy, -Pll- pull- you  - 
through  "  look,  which  was  exceedingly  engaging. 

Pigs  also  possessed  attractions  for  me,  nevei 
having  had  an  opportunity  of  observing  theii 
graces  of  mind  and  manner,  till  I  came  to  Wash 
ington,  whose  porcine  citizens  appeared  to  enjoy 
a  larger  liberty  than  many  of  its  human  ones. 
Stout,  sedate-looking  pigs,  hurried  by  each  morn 
ing  to  their  places  of  business,  with  a  preoccupied 
air,  and  sonorous  greeting  to  their  friends.  Gen 
teel  pigs,  with  an  extra  curl  to  their  tails,  prome 
naded  in  pairs,  lunching  here  and  there,  like 
gentlemen  of  leisure.  Rowdy  pigs  pushed  the 
passers-by  off  the  side  walk;  tipsy  pigs  hiccoughed 
their  version  of  "  We  won't  go  home  till  morning/1 
from  the  gutter ;  and  delicate  young  pigs  tripped 
daintily  through  the  mud,  as  if,  like  "  Mrs.  Peery- 
bingle,"  they  plumed  themselves  upon  their  ankles, 
and  kept  themselves  particularly  neat  in  point 
of  stockings.  Maternal  pigs,  with  their  inter 
esting  families,  strolled  by  in  the  sun;  and  ofteh 
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the  pink,  baby-like  squealers  lay  down  for  a  nap, 
with  a  trust  in  Providence  worthy  of  human 
imitation. 

But  more  interesting  than  officers,  ladies, 
mules,  or  pigs,  were  my  coloured  brothers  anu 
sisters,  because  so  unlike  the  respectable  members 
of  society  I'd  known  in  moral  Boston. 

Here  was  the  genuine  article — no,  not  the 
genuine  article  at  all,  we  must  go  to  Africa  for 
that — but  the  sort  of  creatures  generations  of 
slavery  have  made  them:  obsequious,  trickish, 
lazy,  and  ignorant,  yet  kind-hearted,  merry-tem 
pered,  quick  to  feel  and  accept  the  least  token  of 
the  brotherly  love  which  is  slowly  teaching  the 
white  hand  to  grasp  the  black,  in  this  great  struggle 
for  the  liberty  of  both  the  races. 

Having  been  warned  not  to  be  too  rampant 
on  the  subject  of  slavery,  as  secesh  principles 
flourished  even  under  the  respectable  nose  of 
Father  Abraham,  I  had  endeavoured  to  walk  dis 
creetly,  and  curb  my  unruly  member;  looking 
about  me  with  all  my  eyes,  the  while,  and  saving 
up  the  result  of  my  observations  for  future  use.  I 
had  not  been  there  a  week,  before  the  neglected, 
devil-may-care  expression  in  many  of  the  faces 
about  me,  seemed  an  urgent  appeal  to  leave 
nursing  white  bodies,  and  take  some  care  for 
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these  black  souls.  Much  as  the  lazy  boys  and  saucy 
girls  tormented  me,  I  liked  them,  and  found  that 
any  show  of  interest  or  friendliness  brought  out 
the  better  traits  which  live  in  the  most  degraded 
and  forsaken  of  us  all.  I  liked  their  cheerfulness, 
for  the  dreariest  old  hag,  who  scrubbed  all  day  in 
that  pestilential  steam,  gossipped  and  grinned 
all  the  way  out,  when  night  set  her  free  from 
drudgery.  The  girls  romped  with  their  dusky 
sweethearts,  or  tossed  their  babies,  with  the  tender 
pride  that  makes  mother-love  a  beautifier  to  the 
homeliest  face.  The  men  and  boys  sang 
and  whistled  all  day  long;  and  often,  as  I 
held  my  watch,  the  silence  of  the  night  was 
sweetly  broken  by  some  chorus  from  the  street, 
full  of  real  melody,  whether  the  song  was  of 
heaven,  or  of  hoe-cakes ;  and,  as  I  listened,  I  felt 
that  we  never  should  doubt  nor  despair  concerning 
a  race  which,  through  such  griefs  and  wrongs,  still 
clings  to  this  good  gift,  and  seems  to  solace  with 
it  the  patient  hearts  that  wait  and  watch  and  hope 
until  the  end. 

I  expected  to  have  to  defend  myself  from 
accusations  of  a  prejudice  against  colour;  but  was 
surprised  to  find  things  just  the  other  way,  and 
daily  shocked  some  neighbour  by  treating  the 
blacks  as  I  did  the  whites.  The  men  would  swear 
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at  the  et  darkies/'  would  put  two  g's  into  negro, 
and  scoff  at  the  idea  of  any  good  coming  from 
such  trash.  The  nurses  were  willing  to  be  served 
by  the  coloured  people,  but  seldom  thanked  them, 
never  praised,  and  scarcely  recognized  them  in  the 
street;  whereat  the  blood  of  two  generations  of 
abolitionists  waxed  hot  in  my  veins,  and,  at  the 
first  opportunity,  proclaimed  itself,  and  asserted 
the  right  of  free  speech  as  doggedly  as  the  irre 
pressible  Folsom  herself. 

Happening  to  catch  up  a  funny  little  black 
baby,  who  was  toddling  about  the  nurses'  kitchen, 
one  day,  when  I  went  down  to  make  a  mess  for 
some  of  my  men,  a  Virginia  woman  standing  by 
elevated  her  most  prominent  features,  with  a  sniff 
of  disapprobation,  exclaiming: 

"  Graeious,  Miss  P. !  how  can  you  ?  Pve  been 
here  six  months,  and  never  so  much  as  touched 
the  little  toad  with  a  poker." 

"  More  shame  for  you,  ma'am/'  responded 
Miss  P.;  and,  with  the  natural  perversity  of  a 
Yankee,  followed  up  the  blow  by  kissing  "the 
toad,"  with  ardour.  His  face  was  providentially 
as  clean  and  shiny  as  if  his  mamma  had  just 
polished  it  up  with  a  corner  of  her  apron  and  a 
drop  from  the  tea-kettle  spout,  like  old  Aunt 
Chloe.  This  rash  act,  and  the  anti-slavery  lecture 
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that  followed,  while  one  hand  stirred  gruel  for 
sick  America,  and  the  other  hugged  baby  Africa, 
did  not  produce  the  cheering  result  which  I  fondly 
expected ;  for  my  comrade  henceforth  regarded  me 
as  a  dangerous  fanatic,  and  my  protege  nearly 
came  to  his  death  by  insisting  on  swarming  up 
stairs  to  my  room,  on  all  occasions,  and  being 
walked  on  like  a  little  black  spider. 

I  waited  for  New  Year's  day  with  more  eager 
ness  than  I  had  ever  known  before ;  and,  though  it 
Drought  me  no  gift,  I  felt  rich  in  the  act  of  justice 
so  tardily  performed  toward  some  of  those  about 
me.  As  the  bells  rung  midnight,  I  electrified  my 
room-mate  by  dancing  out  of  bed,  throwing  up 
the  window,  and  flapping  my  handkerchief,  with  a 
feeble  cheer,  in  answer  to  the  shout  of  a  group  of 
coloured  men  in  the  street  below.  All  night  they 
tooted  and  tramped,  fired  crackers,  sung  "  Glory, 
Hallelujah,"  and  took  comfort,  poor  souls !  in 
their  own  way.  The  sky  was  clear,  the  moor 
shone  benignly,  a  mild  wind  blew  across  the  river, 
and  all  good  omens  seemed  to  usher  in  the  dawn 
of  the  day  whose  noontide  cannot  now  be  long  in 
coming.  If  the  coloured  people  had  taken  hands 
and  danced  around  the  White  House,  with  a  few 
cheers  for  the  much  abused  gentleman  who  has 
immortalized  himself  by  one  just  act,  no  President 
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could    have    had   a   finer  levee,   or    one    to   be 
prouder  of. 

While  these  sights  and  sounds  were  going  on 
without,  curious  rcenes  were  passing  within,  and 
I  was  learning  that  one  of  the  best  methods  of 
fitting  oneself  to  be  a  nurse  in  a  hospital  is  to  be 
a  patient  there;  for  then  only  can  one  wholly 
realize  what  the  men  suffer  and  sigh  for;  how 
acts  of  kindness  touch  and  win;  how  much  or 
little  we  are  to  those  about  us ;  and  for  the  first 
time  really  see  that  in  coming  there  we  have  taken 
our  lives  in  our  hands,  and  may  have  to  pay  dearly 
for  a  brief  experience.  Everyone  was  very  kind ; 
the  attendants  of  my  ward  often  came  up  to  report 
progress,  to  fill  my  wood  box,  or  bring  messages 
and  presents  from  my  boys.  The  nurses  took 
many  steps  with  those  tired  feet  of  theirs,  and 
several  came  each  evening,  to  chat  over  my  fire  and 
make  things  cosy  for  the  night.  The  doctors  paid 
daily  visits,  tapped  at  my  lungs  to  see  if  pneumonia 
was  within,  left  doses  without  names,  and  went 
away,  leaving  me  as  ignorant,  and  much  more  un 
comfortable  than  when  they  came.  Hours  began 
to  get  confused ;  people  looked  odd ;  queer  faces 
haunted  the  room,  and  the  nights  were  one  long 
fight  with  weariness  and  pain.  Letters  from  home 
grew  anxious ;  the  doctors  lifted  their  eyebrows, 
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and  nodded  ominously;  friends  said,  "Djn't 
stay,"  and  an  internal  rebellion  seconded  the 
advice ;  but  the  three  months  were  not  out,  and 
the  idea  of  giving  up  so  soon  was  proclaiming  a 
defeat  before  I  was  fairly  routed ;  so  to  all  "  Don't 
stays  "  I  opposed  "  I  wills,"  till,  one  fine  morning, 
a  grey-headed  gentleman  rose  like  a  welcome  ghost 
on  my  hearth ;  and,  at  the  sight  of  him,  my  reso 
lution  melted  away,  my  heart  turned  traitor  to  my 
boys,  and,  when  he  said,  "  Come  home,"  I 
answered,  "  Yes,  father,"  and  so  ended  my  career 
as  an  army  nurse. 

I  never  shall  regret  the  going,  though  a  sharp 
tussle  with  typhoid,  ten  dollars,  and  a  wig,  are  all 
the  visible  results  of  the  experiment;  for  one  may 
live  and  learn  much  in  a  month.  A  good  fit  of 
illness  proves  the  value  of  health ;  real  danger  tries 
one's  mettle ;  and  self-sacrifice  sweetens  character. 
Let  no  one  who  sincerely  desires  to  help  the 
work  on  in  this  way,  delay  going  through  any 
fear ;  for  the  worth  of  life  lies  in  the  experiences 
that  fill  it,  and  this  is  one  which  cannot  be  for- 
gotten.  All  that  is  best  and  bravest  in  the  hearts 
of  men  and  women  comes  out  in  scenes  like  these; 
and,  though  a  hospital  is  a  rough  school,  its  lessons 
are  both  stern  and  salutary ;  and  the  humblest  of 
pupils  there,  ir  proportion  to  his  faithfulness,  learns 
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a  deeper  faith  in  God  and  in  himself.  I,  for  one, 
would  return  to-morrow,  on  the  "  up-again,-and- 
take-another  "  principle,  if  I  could;  for  the  amount 
of  pleasure  and  profit  I  got  out  of  that  month 
compensates  for  all  after  pangs ;  and,  though  a 
sadly  womanish  feeling,  I  take  some  satisfaction 
in  the  thought  that,  if  I  could  not  lay  my  head  on 
the  altar  of  my  country,  I  have  my  hair;  and  that 
is  more  than  handsome  Helen  did  fcr  her  dead 
husband,  when  she  sacrificed  only  the  ends  of  her 
ringlets  on  his  urn.  Therefore,  I  close  this  little 
chapter  of  hospital  experiences,  with  the  regret 
that  they  were  no  better  worth  recording ;  and  add 
the  poetical  gem  with  which  I  console  myself  fo? 
the  untimely  demise  of  "Nurse  Periwinkle "  .•— • 

Oh,  lay  her  in  a  little  pit, 
With  a  marble  stone  to  cover  it ; 
And  carve  thereon  a  gruel  spoon, 
To  show  a  "miss"  has  died  too  soon. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


A    POSTSCRIPT. 

Y  DEAR  S. — As  inquiries  like  your 
own  have  come  to  me  from  various 
friendly    readers  of   the  Sketches,    I 
will   answer  them  en  masse,  and  in 
printed  form,  as  a  sort  of  postscript 
to  what  has   gone  before.     One  of  these 
questions  was,  "  Are  there  no  services  by 
hospital  death-beds  or  on  Sundays  ?" 

In  most  hospitals  I  hope  there  are;  in  ours, 
the  men  died,  and  were  carried  away  with  as  little 
ceremony  as  on  a  battle-field.  The  first  event  of 
this  kind  which  I  witnessed  was  so  very  brief,  and 
bare  of  anything  like  reverence,  sorrow,  or  pious 
consolation,  that  I  heartily  agreed  with  the  bluntly 
expressed  opinion  of  a  Maine  man  lying  next  his 
comrade,  who  died  with  no  visible  help  near  him, 
but  a  compassionate  woman  and  a  tender-hearted 
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Irishman,  who  dropped  upon  his  knees,  and  told 
his  beads  with  Catholic  fervour,  for  the  good  oi 
his  Protestant  brother's  parting  soul. 

"  If,  after  gettin'  all  the  hard  knocks,  we  are 
left  to  die  this  way,  with  nothing  but  a  Paddy's 
prayers  to  help  us,  I  guess  Christians  are  rather 
scarce  round  Washington." 

I  thought  so,  too :  but  though  Miss  Blank, 
one  of  my  mates,  anxious  that  souls  should  be 
ministered  to,  as  well  as  bodies,  spoke  more  than 
once  to  the  Chaplain,  nothing  ever  came  of  it. 
Unlike  another  Shepherd,  whose  earnest  piety 
weekly  purified  the  Senate  Chamber,  this  man  did 
not  feed  as  well  as  fold  his  flock,  nor  make  him 
self  a  human  symbol  of  the  Divine  Samaritan, 
who  never  passes  by  on  the  other  side. 

I  have  since  learned  that  our  non-committal 
Chaplain  had  been  a  Professor  in  some  Southern 
College ;  and,  though  he  maintained  that  he  had 
no  secesh  proclivities,  I  can  testify  that  he  seceded 
from  his  ministerial  duties,  I  may  say,  skedaddled  ; 
for,  being  one  of  his  own  words,  it  is  as  appro 
priate  as  inelegant.  He  read  Emerson,  quoted 
Carlyle,  and  tried  to  be  a  chaplain;  but,  judging 
from  his  success,  I  am  afraid  he  still  hankered 
after  the  hominy  pots  of  Rebeldom. 

Occasionally,  on  a  Sunday  afternoon,  such  of 
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the  nurses,  officers,  attendants,  and  patients  as 
could  avail  themselves  of  it,  were  gathered  in  the 
ball-room,  for  an  hour's  service,  of  which  the 
singing  was  the  better  part.  To  me  it  seemed  that 
if  ever  strong,  wise,  and  loving  words  were  needed, 
*t  was  then  ;  if  ever  mortal  man  had  living  texts 
before  his  eyes  to  illustrate  and  illuminate  his 
thought,  it  was  there;  and  if  ever  hearts  were 
prcirtpted  to  devoutest  self-abnegation.,  it  was  in 
the  work  which  brought  us  to  anything  but  a 
chapel  of  ease.  But  some  spiritual  paralysis 
seemed  to  have  befallen  our  pastor;  for,  though 
many  faces  turned  toward  him,  full  of  the  dumb 
hur/ger  that  often  comes  to  men  when  suffering  or 
d'  /iger  brings  them  nearer  to  the  heart  of  things, 
*hey  were  offered  the  chaff  of  divinity,  and  its 
wheat  was  left  for  less  needy  gleaners,  who  knew 
where  to  look.  Even  the  fine  old  Bible  stories, 
which  may  be  made  as  lifelike  as  any  history  of  our 
da)>  by  a  vivid  fancy  and  pictorial  diction,  were 
robbed  0^  all  their  charms  by  dry  explanations  and 
liteol  applications,  instead  of  being  useful  and 
pleasant  lessons  to  those  men,  whom  weakness 
had  rendered  as  docile  as  children  in  a  father's 
hands. 

I  watched  the  listless  countenances  all  about 
oie,  while  a  mild  Daniel  was  moralizing  in  a  den 
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of  utterly  uninteresting  lions;  while  Shadrach, 
Meshech,  and  Abednego  were  leisurely  passing 
through  the  fiery  furnace,  where,  I  sadly  feared, 
some  of  us  sincerely  wished  they  had  remained  as 
permanencies ;  while  the  Temple  of  Solomon  was 
laboriously  erected,  with  minute  descriptions  of  the 
process,  and  any  quantity  of  bells  and  pome 
granates  on  the  raiment  of  the  priests.  Listless 
they  were  at  the  beginning,  and  listless  at  the  end; 
but  the  instant  some  stirring  old  hymn  was  given 
out,  sleepy  eyes  brightened,  lounging  figures  sat 
erect,  and  many  a  poor  lad  rose  up  in  his  bed,  or 
stretched  an  eager  hand  for  the  book,  while  all 
broke  out  with  a  heartiness  that  proved  that  some 
where  ar  the  core  of  even  the  most  abandoned, 
there  still  glowed  some  remnant  of  the  native 
piety  that  flows  in  music  from  the  heart  of  every 
little  child.  Even  the  big  rebel  joined,  and  boomed 
away  in  a  thunderous  bass,  singing — 

"  Salvation  !  let  the  echoes  fly," 

as  energetically  as  if  he  felt  the  need  of  a  speedy 
execution  of  the  command. 

That  was  the  pleasantest  moment  of  the  hour, 
for  then  it  seemed  a  homelike  and  happy  spot  ; 
the  groups  of  men  looking  over  one  another's 
shoulders  as  they  sang;  the  ew  silent  figures  in 
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the  beds ;  here  and  there  a  woman  noiselessly  per 
forming  some  necessary  duty,  and  singing  as  she 
worked;  while  in  the  arm  chair  standing  in  the  midst 
I  placed,  for  my  own  satisfaction,  the  imaginary 
likeness  of  a  certain  faithful  pastor,  who  took  all 
outcasts  by  the  hand,  smote  the  devil  in  whatever 
guise  he  came,  and  comforted  the  indigent  in 
spirit  with  the  best  wisdom  of  a  great  and  tender 
neart,  which  still  speaks  to  us  from  its  Italian 
grave.  With  that  addition,  my  picture  was  com 
plete;  and  1  often  longed  to  take  a  veritable  sketch 
of  a  Hospital  Sunday,  for,  despite  its  drawbacks, 
consisting  of  continued  labour,  the  want  of  proper 
books,  the  barren  preaching  that  bore  no  fruit,  this 
day  was  never  like  the  other  six. 

True  to  their  home  training,  our  New  England 
boys  did  their  best  to  make  it  what  it  should  be. 
With  many  there  was  much  reading  of  Testa 
ments,  humming  over  of  favourite  hymns,  and 
looking  at  such  books  as  I  could  cull  from  a  mis 
cellaneous  library.  Some  lay  idle,  slept,  or  gos- 
sipped ;  yet,  when  I  came  to  them  for  a  quiet 
evening  chat,  they  often  talked  freely  and  well  of 
themselves;  would  blunder  out  some  timid  hope 
that  their  troubles  might  "  do  'em  good,  and  keep 
'em  stiddy;"  would  choke  a  little  as  they  said 
good  night,  and  turned  their  faces  to  the  wall  to 
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think  of  mother,  wife,  or  home,  these  human  ties 
seeming  to  be  the  most  vital  religion  which  they 
yet  knew.  I  observed  that  some  of  them  did  not 
wear  their  caps  on  this  day,  though  at  other  times 
they  clung  to  them  like  Quakers ;  wearing  them 
in  bed,  putting  them  on  to  read  the  paper,  eat  an 
apple,  or  write  a  letter,  as  if,  like  a  new  sort  of 
Samson,  their  strength  lay,  not  in  their  hair,  but 
in  their  hats.  Many  read  no  novels,  swore  less, 
were  more  silent,  orderly,  and  cheerful,  as  if  the 
Lord  were  an  invisible  Wardmaster,  who  went  his 
rounds  but  once  a  week,  and  must  find  all  things 
at  their  best.  I  liked  all  this  in  the  poor,  rough 
boys,  and  could  have  found  it  in  my  heart  to  put 
down  sponge  and  teapot,  and  preach  a  little  sermon 
then  and  there,  while  home-sickness  and  pain  had 
made  these  natures  soft,  that  some  good  seed 
might  be  cast  therein,  to  blossom  and  bear  fruit 
here  or  hereafter. 

Regarding  the  admission  of  friends  to  nurse 
their  sick,  I  can  only  say  it  was  not  allowed  at 
Hurly-burly  House ;  though  one  indomitable  parent 
took  my  ward  by  storm,  and  held  her  position,  in 
spite  of  doctors,  matron,  and  Nurse  Periwinkle. 
Though  it  was  against  the  rules,  though  the  culprit 
was  an  acid,  frost-bitten  female,  though  the  young 
man  would  have  done  quite  as  well  without  her 
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anxious  fussiness,  and  the  whole  roomful  been 
much  more  comfortable,  there  was  something  so 
irresistible  in  this  persistent  devotion,  that  no  one 
had  the  heart  to  oust  her  from  her  post.  She  slept 
on  the  floor  without  uttering  a  complaint;  bore 
jokes  somewhat  of  the  rudest ;  fared  scantily, 
though  her  basket  was  daily  filled  with  luxuries  for 
her  boy ;  and  tended  that  petulant  personage  with 
a  never-failing  patience  beautiful  to  see. 

I  feel  a  glow  of  moral  rectitude  in  saying  this 
of  her;  for,  though  a  perfect  pelican  to  her  young, 
she  pecked  and  cackled  (I  don't  know  that  pelicans 
usually  express  their  emotions  in  that  maml^r) 
most  obstreperously  when  others  invaded  her  pre 
mises,  and  led  me  a  weary  life  with  "  George's 
tea-rusks,"  "  George's  foot-bath/'  "  George's 
measles,"  and  "  George's  mother,"  till,  after  a 
sharp  passage  of  arms  and  tongues  with  the 
matron,  she  wrathfully  packed  up  her  rusks,  her 
son,  and  herself,  and  departed  in  an  ambulance, 
scolding  to  the  very  last. 

This  is  the  comic  side  of  the  matter.  The 
serious  one  is  harder  to  describe;  for  the  presence, 
however  brief,  of  relations  and  friends  by  the  bed 
sides  of  the  dead  or  dying,  is  always  a  trial  to  the 
bystanders.  They  are  not  near  enough  to  know  how 
best  to  comfort,  yet  too  near  to  turn  their  backs 
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upon  the  sorrow  that  finds  its  only  solace  in  listen- 
ing  to  recitals  of  last  words  breathed  into  nurse's 
ears,  or  receiving  the  tender  legacies  of  love  and 
longing  bequeathed  through  them. 

To  me,  the  saddest  sight  I  saw  in  that  sad 
place  was  the  spectacle  of  a  grey-haired  father, 
sitting  hour  after  hour  by  his  son,  dying  from  the 
poison  of  his  wound.  The  old  father,  hale  and 
hearty;  the  young  son,  past  all  help,  though  one 
could  scarcely  believe  it ;  for  the  subtle  fever,  burn 
ing  his  strength  away,  flushed  his  cheeks  with 
colour,  filled  his  eyes  with  lustre,  and  lent  a 
mournful  mockery  of  health  to  face  and  figure, 
making  the  poor  lad  comelier  in  death  than  in 
life.  His  bed  was  not  in  my  ward ;  but  I  was 
often  in  and  out,  and  for  a  day  or  two  the  pair 
were  much  together,  saying  little,  but  looking 
much.  The  old  man  tried  to  busy  himself  with 
book  or  pen,  that  his  presence  might  not  be  f 
rmrden;  and  once,  when  he  sat  writing,  to  th' 
anxious  mother  at  home,  doubtless,  I  saw  the 
fion's  eyes  fixed  upon  his  face  with  a  look  of 
mingled  resignation  and  regret,  as  if  endeavouring 
to  teach  himself  to  say  cheerfully  the  long  good 
bye.  And  again,  when  the  son  slept,  the  father 
watched  him  as  he  had  himself  been  watched; 
and  though  no  feature  of  his  grave  countenance 
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changed,  the  rough  hand  smoothing  the  lock  of 
hair  upon  the  pillow,  the  bowed  attitude  of  the 
grey  head,  were  more  pathetic  than  the  loudest 
lamentations.  The  son  died ;  and  the  father  took 
home  the  pale  relic  of  the  life  he  gave,  offering  a 
little  money  to  the  nurse,  as  the  only  visible  return 
k  was  in  his  power  to  make  her ;  for,  though  very 
grateful,  he  was  poor.  Of  course  she  did  not  take 
it,  but  found  a  richer  compensation  in  the  old 
man's  earnest  declaration : 

( '  My  boy  couldn't  have  been  better  cared  for 
if  he'd  been  at  home ;  and  Cod  will  reward  you 
for  it,  though  I  can't." 

My  own  experiences  of  this  sort  began  when 
my  first  man  died.  He  had  scarcely  been  removed 
when  his  wife  en  me  in.  Her  eye  went  straight  to 
the  well-known  bed ;  it  was  empty ;  and  feeling,  yet 
not  believing,  the  hard  truth,  she  cried  out,  with  a 
look  I  never  shall  forget — 

"  Why,  where's  Emanuel  ? » 

I  had  never  seen  her  before,  did  not  know  her 
relationship  to  the  man  whom  I  had  only  nursed 
for  a  day,  and  was  about  to  tell  her  he  was  gone, 
when  McGee,  the  tender-hearted  Irishman  before- 
mentioned,  brushed  by  me  with  a  cheerful — "  It's 
shifted  to  a  better  bed  he  is,  Mrs.  Connel.  Come 
out,  dear,  till  I  show  ye  •"  and,  taking  her  gentiy 
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by  the  arm,  he  led  her  to  the  matron,  who  broke 
the  heavy  tidings  to  the  wife,  and  comforted  the 
widow. 

Another  day,  running  up  to  my  room  for  a 
breath  of  fresh  air  and  a  five  minutes'  rest  after  a 
disagreeable  task,  I  found  a  stout  young  woman 
sitting  on  my  bed,  wearing  the  miserable  look 
which  I  had  learned  to  know  by  that  time.  Seeing 
her,  reminded  me  that  I  had  heard  of  some  one's 
dying  in  the  night,  and  his  sister's  arriving  in  the 
morning.  "  This  must  be  she/'  I  thought.  I  pitied 
her  with  all  my  heart.  What  could  I  say  or  do  ? 
Words  always  seem  impertinent  at  such  times; 
I  did  not  know  the  man ;  the  woman  was  neither 
interesting  in  herself  nor  graceful  in  her  grief;  yet, 
having  known  a  sister's  sorrow  myself,  I  could 
not  leave  her  alone  with  her  trouble  in  that  strange 
place,  without  a  word.  So,  feeling  heart-sick, 
home-sick,  and  not  knowing  what  else  to  do,  I 
|  ust  put  my  arms  about  her,  and  began  to  cry  in  a 
very  helpless  but  hearty  way ;  for,  as  I  seldom 
indulge  in  this  moist  luxury,  I  like  to  enjoy  it  with 
all  my  might  when  I  do. 

It  so  happened  I  could  not  have  done  a  better 
Jhing ;  for,  though  not  a  word  was  spoken,  each 
felt  the  other's  sympathy ;  and,  in  the  silence,  our 
handkerchiefs  were  more  eloquent  than  words. 
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She  Soon  sobbed  herself  quiet ;  and,  leaving  her 
on  my  bed,  I  went  back  to  work,  feeding  much 
refreshed  by  the  shower,  though  I'd  forgotten  to 
rest,  and  had  washed  my  face  instead  of  my  hands. 
I  mention  this  successful  experiment  as  a  receipt 
proved  and  approved,  for  the  use  of  any  nurse  who 
may  find  herself  called  upon  to  minister  to  these 
wounds  of  the  heart.  They  will  find  it  more  effica 
cious  than  cups  of  tea,  smelling-bottles,  psalms,  or 
sermons;  for  a  friendly  touch  and  a  companionable 
cry  units  the  consolations  for  all  the  rest  of  woman 
kind,  and,  if  genuine,  will  be  found  a  sovereign 
cure  for  the  first  sharp  pang  so  many  suffer  in 
these  heavy  times. 

I  am  gratified  to  find  that  my  little  Sergeant 
has  found  favour  in  several  quarters,  and  gladly 
respond  to  sundry  calls  for  news  of  him,  though 
my  personal  knowledge  ended  five  months  ago. 
Next  to  my  good  John — I  hope  the  grass  is  green 
above  him,  far  away  there  in  Virginia  1 — I  placed 
the  Sergeant  on  my  list  of  worthy  boys;  and 
many  a  jovial  chat  have  I  enjoyed  with  the  merry- 
heartea  lad,  who  had  a  fancy  for  fun  when  his 
poor  arm  was  dressed.  While  Dr.  P.  poked  and 
strapped,  I  brushed  the  remains  of  the  Sergeant's 
brown  mane— -shorn  sorely  against  his  will — and 
gossipped  with  all  my  might,  the  boy  making  odd 
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faces,  exclamations,  and  appeals,  when  nerves  gM 
the  better  of  nonsense,  as  they  sometimes  did : 

"  I'd  rather  laugh  than  cry,  when  I  must  sing 
out  anyhow,  so  just  say  that  bit  from  Dickens 
again,  please,  and  I'll  stand  it  like  a  man."  He 
did;  for  "Mrs.  Cluppins,"  "Chadband,"  and 
"  Sam  Weller,"  always  helped  him  through ; 
thereby  causing  me  to  lay  another  offering  of  love 
and  admiration  on  the  shrine  of  the  god  of  my 
idolatry,  though  he  does  wear  too  much  jewellery 
~nd  talk  slang. 

The  Sergeant  also  originated,  I  believe,  the 
^ashion  of  calling  his  neighbours  by  their  afflictions 
instead  of  their  names;  and  I  was  rather  taken 
aback  by  hearing  them  bandy  remarks  of  this  sort, 
ivith  perfect  good-humour  and  much  enjoyment  of 
the  new  same. 

"Hallo,  old  Fitz  is  off  again!"  "How  are 
you,  Rheumatiz?"  "Will  you  trade  apples. 
Ribs  ?  "  "I  say,  Miss  P.,  may  I  give  Typhus  a 
drink  cf  this  ?  "  "  Look  here,  No  Toes,  lend  us 
a  sta:np,  there's  a  good  feller,"  etc.  He  himself 
was  christened  "Baby  B.,"  because  he  tended  his 
arm  on  a  little  pillow,  and  called  it  his  infant. 

Very  fussy  about  his  grub  was  Sergeant  B., 
and  much  trotting  of  attendants  was  necessary 
when  he  parto**  of  nourishment  Anything  mrre 
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irresistibly  wheedlesome  I  never  saw,  and  con 
stantly  found  myself  indulging  him,  like  the  most 
weak-minded  parent,  merely  for  the  pleasure  ot 
seeing  his  brown  eyes  twinkle,  his  merry  mouth 
break  into  a  smile,  and  his  one  hand  execute  a 
jaunty  little  salute  that  was  entirely  captivating. 
I  am  afraid  that  Nurse  P.  damaged  her  dignity, 
frolicking  with  this  persuasive  young  gentleman, 
though  done  for  his  well-being.  But  "  boys  will 
be  boys/'  is  perfectly  applicable  to  the  case ;  for, 
in  spite  of  years,  sex,  and  the  "prunes-and-prisms" 
doctrine  laid  down  for  our  use,  I  have  a  fellow- 
feeling  for  lads,  and  always  owed  Fate  a  grudge 
because  I  wasn't  a  lord  of  creation  instead  of  a 
lady. 

Since  I  left,  I  have  heard,  from  a  reliable 
source,  that  my  Sergeant  has  gone  home ;  there 
fore,  the  small  romance  that  budded  the  first  day 
1  saw  him  has  blossomed  into  its  second  chapter; 
and  I  now  imagine  "clearest  Jane"  filling  my 
place,  tending  the  wounds  I  tended,  brushing  the 
curly  jungle  I  brushed,  loving  the  excellent  little 
pouth  I  loved,  and  eventually  walking  altar  ward, 
ivith  the  Sergeant  stumping  gallantly  at  her  side. 
If  she  doesn't  do  all  this,  and  no  end  more,  I'll 
never  forgive  her ;  and  sincerely  pray  to  the  guar 
dian  saint  of  lovers  that  "  Baby  B."  may  prosper 
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in   his   wooing,   and   his   name  be   long  in   the 
lanJ. 

One  of  the  lively  episodes  of  hospital  life,  is 
the  frequent  marching  away  of  such  as  are  well 
enough  to  rejoin  their  regiments,  or  betake  them 
selves  to  some  convalescent  camp.  The  ward 
master  comes  to  the  door  of  each  room  that  is  to 
be  thinned,  reads  off  a  list  of  names,  bids  their 
owners  look  sharp  and  be  ready  when  called  for ; 
and,  as  he  vanishes,  the  rooms  fall  into  an  in 
describable  state  of  topsy-turvyness,  as  the  boys 
begin  to  black  their  boots,  brighten  spurs,  if  they 
have  them,  overhaul  knapsacks,  make  presents; 
are  fitted  out  with  needfuls,  and — well,  why  not  ? 
— kissed  sometimes,  as  they  say,  good-bye  ;  for  in 
all  human  probability  we  shall  never  meet  again, 
and  a  woman's  heart  yearns  over  anything  that 
has  clung  to  her  for  help  and  comfort.  I  never 
liked  these  brcakings-up  of  my  little  household ; 
though  my  short  stay  showed  me  but  three.  I 
was  immensely  gratified  by  the  hand  shakes  I  got, 
for  their  somewhat  painful  cordiality  assured  me 
that  I  had  not  tried  in  vain.  The  big  Prussian 
rumbled  out  his  unintelligible  adieux,  with  a  grate 
ful  face  and  a  premonitory  smooth  of  his  yellow 
moustache,  but  got  no  farther,  for  some  one  else 
stepped  up,  wi&U  a  large  brown  hand  extended, 
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and  this  recommendation  of  our  very  faulty  estab 
lishment  : 

"  We're  off,  ma;am,  and  Fm  powerful  sorry 
for  Fd  no  idea  a  'orspittle  was  such  a  jolly  place 
Hope  Fll  git  another  ball  somewheres  easy,  so  Fll 
come  back,  and  be  took  care  on  again.  Mean, 
ain't  it  ?  » 

I  didn't  think  so,  but  the  doctrine  of  inglorious 
case  was  not  the  right  one  to  preach  up,  so  I  tried 
to  look  shocked,  failed  signally,  and  consoled  my 
self  by  giving  him  the  fat  pincushion  he  had  ad 
mired  as  the  "  cutest  little  machine  agoin'. "  Then 
they  fell  into  line  in  front  of  the  house,  looking 
rather  wan  and  feeble,  some  of  them,  but  trying  to 
step  out  smartly  and  march  in  good  order,  though 
half  the  knapsacks  were  carried  by  the  guard,  and 
several  leaned  on  sticks  instead  of  shouldering 
gjuns.  All  looked  up  and  smiled,  or  waved  their 
hands  and  touched  their  caps,  as  they  passed  under 
,our  windows  down  the  long  street,  and  so  away, 
some  to  their  homes  in  this  world,  and  some  to 
that  in  the  next;  and,  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  I 
felt  like  Rachel  mourning  for  her  children,  when 
I  saw  the  empty  beds  and  missed  the  familiar 
faces. 

You  ask  if  nurses  are  obliged  to  witness  ampu 
tations  and  such  matters,  as  a  part  of  their  duty  ? 
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I  think  not,  unless  they  wish ;  for  the  patient  is 
under  the  effects  of  ether,  and  needs  no  care  but 
such  as  the  surgeons  can  best  give.  Our  work 
begins  afterward,  when  the  poor  soui  comes  to 
himself,  sick,  faint,  and  wandering ;  full  of  strange 
pains  and  confused  visions,  of  disagreeable  sensa 
tions  and  sights.  Then  we  must  soothe  and  sus 
tain,  tend  and  watch;  preaching  and  practising 
patience,  till  sleep  and  time  have  restored  courage 
and  self-control. 

I  witnessed  several  operations ;  for  the  height 
oiymy  ambition  was  to  go  to  the  front  after  a 
battle,  and  feeling  that  the  sooner  I  inured  myself 
to  trying  sights,  the  more  useful  I  should  be. 
Several  of  my  mates  shrunk  from  such  things ; 
for  though  the  spirit  was  wholly  willing,  the  flesh 
was  inconveniently  weak.  One  funereal  lady  came 
to  try  her  powers  as  a  nurse ;  but,  a  brief  conver 
sation  eliciting  the  facts  that  she  fainted  at  the 
sight  of  blood,  was  afraid  to  watch  alone,  couldn't 
possibly  take  care  of  delirious  persons,  was  nervous 
about  infections,  and  unable  to  bear  much  fatigue, 
she  was  mildly  cftsmissed.  I  hope  she  found  her 
sphere,  but  fancy  a  comfortable  bandbox  on  a  high 
shelf  would  best  meet  the  requirements  of  her 
cas*». 

Or,  Z.  suggesteq  that  I  should  witness  a  dis» 
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section;  but  I  never  accepted  his  invitation, 
thinking  that  my  nerves  belonged  to  the  living,  not 
to  the  dead,  and  I  had  better  finish  my  education 
as  a  nurse  before  I  began  that  of  a  surgeon.  But 
I  never  met  the  little  man  skipping  through  the 
hall,  with  oddly  shaped  cases  in  his  hand,  and  an 
absorbed  expression  of  countenance,  without  being 
sure  that  a  select  party  of  surgeons  were  at  work 
in  the  dead-house,  which  idea  was  a  rather  trying 
one,  when  I  knew  the  subject  was  some  person 
whom  I  had  nursed  and  cared  for. 

But  this  must  not  lead  any  one  to  suppose 
that  the  surgeons  were  wilfully  hard  or  cruel, 
though  one  of  them  remorsefully  confided  to  me 
that  he  feared  his  profession  blunted  his  sensibili 
ties,  and,  perhaps,  rendered  him  indifferent  to  the 
sight  of  pain. 

I  am  inclined  to  think  that  in  some  cases  it 
does ;  for,  though  a  capital  surgeon  and  a  kindly 
man,  Dr.  P._,  through  long  acquaintance  with  many 
of  the  ills  flesh  is  heir  to,  had  acquired  a  some 
what  trying  habit  of  regarding  a  man  and  his 
wound  as  separate  institutions,  and  seemed  lathe; 
annoyed  that  the  former  should  express  any 
opinion  upon  the  latter,  or  claim  any  right  in  it, 
while  under  his  care.  He  had  a  way  of  twitching 
off  a  bandage,  and  giving  a  limb  a  comprehensive 
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sort  of  clutch,  which,  though  no  doubt  entirely 
scientific,  was  rather  startling  than  soothing,  and 
highly  objectionable  as  a  means  of  preparing 
nerves  for  any  fresh  trial.  He  also  expected  the 
patient  to  assist  in  small  operations,  as  he  con 
sidered  them,  and  to  restrain  all  demonstrations 
during  the  process. 

"Here,  my  man,  just  hold  it  this  way,  while  I 
look  into  it  a  bit,"  he  said  one  day  to  Fitz  G., 
putting  a  wounded  arm  into  the  keeping  of  a  sound 
one,  and  proceeding  to  poke  about  among  bits  of 
bone  and  visible  muscles,  in  a  red  and  black  chasm 
made  by  some  infernal  machine  of  the  shot  or 
shell  description  Poor  F'tz  held  on  like  grim 
Death,  ashamea  to  snow  fear  before  a  woman, 
till  it  grew  more  than  he  could  bear  in  silence ; 
and,  after  a  few  smoth^r^d  groans,  he  looked  at 
me  imploringly,  as  if  AC  said,  "  I  wouldn't,  ma'am, 
if  I  could  help  it/'  and  fainted  quietly  away. 

Dr.  P.  looked  up,  gave  a  compassionate  sort  ot 
cluck,  and  poked  away  more  busily  than  ever, 
with  a  nod  at  me  and  a  brief — " Never  mind;  be 
so  good  as  to  hold  this  till  I  finish." 

I  obeyed,  cherishing  the  while  a  strong  desire 
to  insinuate  a  few  of  his  own  disagreeable  knives 
and  scissors  into  him,  and  see  how  he  liked  it. 
A.  very  disrespectful  and  ridiculous  fancy,  of 
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course ;  for  be  was  doing  all  that  could  be  done, 
and  the  arm  prospered  finely  in  his  hands.  But 
the  human  mind  is  prone  to  prejudice;  and,  though 
a  personable  man,  speaking  French  like  a  born 
"  Parley  voo,"  and  whipping  off  legs  like  an  ani 
mated  guillotine,  I  must  confess  to  a  sense  of 
relief  when  he  was  ordered  elsewhere;  and  suspect 
that  several  of  the  men  would  have  faced  a  rebel 
battery  with  less  trepidation  than  they  did  Dr.  P., 
when  he  came  briskly  in  on  his  morning  round. 

As  if  to  give  us  the  pleasures  of  contrast,  Dr. 
Z.  succeeded  him,  who,  I  think,  suffered  more  in 
giving  pain  than  did  his  patients  in  enduring  it ; 
for  he  often  paused  to  ask  :  "  Do  I  hurt  you  ?  " 
and,  seeing  his  solicitude,  the  boys  invariably 
answered:  "Not  much;  go  ahead,  Doctor/1 
though  the  lips  that  uttered  this  amiable  fib  might 
be  white  with  pain  as  they  spoke.  Over  the  dress- 
ing  of  some  of  the  wounds,  we  used  to  carry  om 
conversations  ^pon  subjects  foreign  to  the  work  in 
hand,  that  the  patient  might  forget  himself  in  the 
:harms  of  our  discourse.  Christmas  eve  was 
spent  in  this  way ;  th*  Doctor  strapping  the  little 
Sergeant's  arm,  I  holding  the  lamp,  while  all  thrr.e 
laughed  and  talked,  as  if  anywhere  but  in  a  hos 
pital  ward ;  except  when  the  chat  was  broken  by  a 
long-drawn  "Oh!  "  from  "BabyB.,"  an  abrupt 
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request  from  the  Doctor  to  "  Hold  the  lamp  a 
little  higher,  please/'  or  an  encouraging,  "  Most 
through,  Sergeant/'  from  Nurse  P. 

The  chief  surgeon,  Dr.  O.,  I  was  told,  refused 
the  higher  salary,  greater  honour,  and  less  labour, 
of  an  appointment  to  the  Officers'  Hospital,  round 
the  corner,  that  he  might  serve  the  poor  fellows  at 
Hurly-burly  House,  or  go  to  the  front,  working 
there  day  and  night,  among  the  horrors  that  succeed 
the  glories  of  a  battle.  I  liked  that  so  much,  that 
the  quiet,  brown-eyed  doctor  was  my  especial 
admiration  :  and,  when  my  own  turn  came,  had 
more  faith  in  him  than  in  all  the  rest  put  together, 
although  he  did  advise  me  to  go  home,  and  autho 
rize  the  consumption  of  blue  pills. 

Speaking  of  the  surgeons  reminds  me  that, 
having  found  all  manner  of  fault,  it  becomes  me 
to  celebrate  the  redeeming  feature  of  Hurly-burly 
House.  I  had  been  prepared  by  the  accounts  of 
others,  to  expect  much  humiliation  of  spirit  from 
the  surgeons,  and  to  be  treated  by  them  like  a  door 
mat,  a  worm,  or  any  other  meek  and  lowly  article, 
whose  mission  it  is  to  be  put  down  and  walked 
upon ;  nurses  being  considered  as  mere  servants, 
receiving  the  lowest  pay,  and  it's  my  private  opi 
nion,  doing  the  hardest  work  of  any  part  of  the 
army,  cxrept  the  rr.ulcs.  Great,  therefore,  was  my 
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surprise,  when  I  found  myself  treated  with  the 
jtmost  courtesy  and  kindness.  Very  soon  my 
carefully  prepared  meekness  was  laid  upon  the 
shelf;  and,  going  from  one  extreme  to  the  other, 
I  more  than  once  expressed  a  difference  of  opinion 
regarding  sundry  messes  it  was  my  painful  duty  to 
administer. 

As  eight  of  us  nurses  chanced  to  be  off  duty 
at  once,  we  had  an  excellent  opportunity  of  trying 
the  virtues  of  these  gentlemen ;  and  I  am  bound 
to  say  they  stood  the  test  admirably,  as  far  as 
my  personal  observation  went.  Dr.  O.'s  stetho 
scope  was  unremitting  in  its  attentions  ;  Dr.  S. 
brought  his  buttons  into  my  room  twice  a  day, 
with  the  regularity  of  a  medical  clock ;  while  Dr. 
Z.  filled  my  table  with  neat  little  bottles,  which  1 
never  emptied,  prescribed  Browning,  bedewed  me 
with  Cologne,  and  kept  my  fire  going,  as  if,  like 
the  candles  in  St.  Peter's,  it  must  never  be  per 
mitted  to  die  out.  Waking,  one  cold  night,  with 
the  certainty  that  my  last  spark  had  pined  away  r 
and  died,  and  consequently  hours  of  coughing  j 
were  in  store  for  me,  I  was  much  amazed  to  see  a 
ruddy  light  dancing  on  the  wall,  a  jolly  blaze  roar 
ing  up  the  chimney,  and,  down  upon  his  knees 
before  it,  Dr.  Z.  whittling  shavings.  I  ought  to 
have  risen  up  and  thanked  him  on  the  spot;  but, 
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knowing  that  he  was  one  of  those  \\ho  like  to  do 
good  by  stealth,  I  only  peeped  at  him  as  if  he  were 
a  friendly  ghost ;  till,  having  made  things  as  cozy 
as  the  most  motherly  of  nurses  could  have  done, 
he  crept  away,  leaving  me  to  feel,  as  somebody 
says,  "  as  if  angels  were  a  watching  of  me  in  my 
sleep ;"  though  that  species  of  wild  fowl  do  not 
usually  descend  in  broadcloth  and  glasses.  I  after 
wards  discovered  that  he  split  the  wood  himself 
on  that  cool  January  midnight,  and  went  about 
making  or  mending  fires  for  the  poor  old  ladies 
in  their  dismal  dens  ;  thus  causing  himself  to 
be  felt  —  a  bright  and  shining  light  in  more 
ways  than  one.  I  never  thanked  him  as  I 
ought;  therefore,  I  publicly  make  a  note  of 
it,  and  further  aggravate  that  modest  M.D. 
by  saying  that  if  this  was  not  being  the  best 
of  doctors  and  the  gentlest  of  gentlemen, 
t  shall  be  happy  to  see  any  improvement 
ipon  it, 

To  such  as  wish  to  know  where  these  scenes 
todk  place,  I  must  respectfully  decline  to  answer ; 
for  Hurly-burly  House  has  ceased  to  exist  as  a 
hospital ;  so  let  it  rest,  with  all  its  sins  upon  its 
head — perhaps  I  should  say  chimney  top.  When 
the  nurses  felt  ill,  the  doctors  departed,  and  the 
patients  got  well,  I  believe  the  concern  gently 
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faded  from  existence,  or  was  merged  into  some 
other  and  better  establishment,  where  I  hope  the 
washing  of  three  hundred  sick  people  is  done 
out  of  the  house,  the  food  is  eatable,  and  mortal 
women  are  not  expected  to  possess  an  angelic  ex 
emption  from  all  wants,  and  the  endurance  of  truck 
horses. 

Since  the  appearance  of  these  hasty  Sketches, 
I  have  heard  from  several  of  my  comrades  at  the 
hospital ;  and  their  approval  assures  me  that  I  have 
not  let  sympathy  and  fancy  run  away  with  me,  as 
that  lively  team  is  apt  to  do  when  harnessed  to  a 
pen.  As  no  two  persons  see  the  same  thing  with 
the  same  eyes,  my  view  of  hospital  life  must  be 
taken  through  my  glass,  and  held  for  what  it  is 
worth.  Certainly  nothing  was  set  down  in  malice, 
and  to  the  serious-minded  party  who  objected  to  a 
tone  of  levity  in  some  portions  of  the  Sketches,  I 
can  only  say  that  it  is  a  part  of  my  religion  to  look 
well  after  the  cheerfulnesses  of  life,  and  let  the 
dismals  shift  for  themselves;  believing,  with  good 
Sir  Thomas  More,  that  it  is  wise  to  "be  merrie 
in  God/' 

The  next  hospital  I  enter  will,  I  hope,  be  one 
for  the  coloured  regiments,  as  they  seem  to  be 
proving  their  right  to  the  admiration  and  kind 
offices  of  their  white  relations,  who  owe  them  so 
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iarge  a  debt,  a  litde  part  of  which  1  shall  be  St. 
proud  to  pay. 
"V  ours, 

With  a  firm  faith 

In  the  good  time  coming, 
TRIBULATION  PERIWINKLE 
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*A  stitch  in  time  saves  nine." 


PRIS,  Pris,  Tin  really  going!  Here's 
the  invitation — rough  paper — Chapel 
—spreads — Lyceum  Hall — everything 
splendid;  and  Jack  to  take  care  of 
me!" 

As  Kitty  burst  into  the  room,  and  per 
formed  a  rapturous  pas  seul,  waving  the  cards 
over  her  head,  Sister  Priscilla  looked  up  from  her 
work  with  a  smile  of  satisfaction  on  her  quiet 
face. 

"Who  invites  you,  dear?" 
"Why,  Jack,  of  course — dear  old  Cousin  Jack. 
Nobody  else  ever  thinks  of  me,  or  cares  whether  I 
have  a  bit  of  pleasure  now  and  then.     Isn't  he 
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kind  ?     Mayn't  I  go  ?     And,  O  Pris,  what  shall 
wear?*1 

Kitty  paused  suddenly,  as  if  the  last  all- 
important  question  had  a  solemnizing  effect  upon 
both  mind  and  body. 

"Why,  your  white  muslin,  silk  sacque,  ana 
new  hat,  of  course,''  began  Pris,  with  an  air  of 
surprise.  But  Kitty  broke  in  impetuously — 

"I'll  never  wear  that  old  muslin  again;  it's 
full  of  darns,  up  to  my  knees,  and  all  out  of 
fashion.  So  is  my  sacque;  and  as  for  my  hat, 
though  it  does  well  enough  here,  it  would  be 
absurd  for  Class  Day." 

"  You  don't  expect  an  entirely  new  suit  for 
*iis  occasion — do  you?"  asked  Pris,  anxiously. 

"  Yes,  I  do,  and  Pll  tell  you  how  I  mean  to 
get  it.  I've  planned  everything;  for,  though  1 
hardly  dreamed  of  going,  I  amused  myself  by 
thinking  how  I  could  manage  if  I  did  get  invited/' 

"  Let  us  hear."  And  Pris  took  up  her  work 
with  an  air  of  resignation. 

"First,  my  dress,"  began  Kitty,  perching  her 
self  on  the  arm  of  the  sofa,  and  entering  into  the 
subject  with  enthusiasm.  "I've  got  the  ten  dollars 
grandpa  sent  me,  and  with  eight  of  it  I'm  going 
to  buy  Lizzie  King's  organdie  muslin.  She  got  it 
in  Paris;  but  her  aunt  providentially — no,  unfor- 
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tunately — died ;  so  she  can't  wear  it,  and  Wants  to 
get  rid  of  it.  She  is  bigger  than  I  am,  you  know ; 
so  there  is  enough  for  a  little  mantle  or  sacque, 
for  it  isn't  made  up.  The  skirt  is  cut  off  and 
gored  lovely,  with  a  splendid  train " 

"  My  dear,  you  don't  mean  you  are  going  to 
wear  one  of  those  absurd  new-fashioned  dresses  ?" 
exclaimed  Pris,  lifting  hands  and  eyes. 

"  I  do !  Nothing  would  induce  me  to  go  to 
Class  Day  without  a  train.  It's  been  the  desire 
of  my  heart  to  have  one,  and  now  I  will,  if  I 
never  have  another  gown  to  my  back!"  returned 
Kitty,  with  immense  decision. 

Pris  shook  her  head,  and  said,  ' '  Go  on  ! "  as 
if  prepared  for  any  extravagance  after  that. 

"  We  can  make  it  ourselves/'  continued  Kitty, 
"  and  trim  it  with  the  same.  It's  white  with  blue 
stripes,  and  daisies  in  the  stripes;  the  loveliest 
thing  you  ever  saw,  and  can't  be  got  here.  So 
simple,  yet  distingue,  I  know  you'll  like  it.  Next, 
my  bonnet," — here  the  solemnity  of  Kitty's  face 
arid  manner  was  charming  to  behold.  "I  shal.' 
make  it  out  of  one  of  my  new  illusion  under- 
sleeves.  Fve  never  worn  them;  and  the  puffed 
part  will  be  plenty  for  a  little  fly-away  bonnet  of 
the  latest  style.  I've  got  blue  ribbons  to  tie  it 
with,  and  have  only  to  look  up  some  daisies  for 
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ihe  inside.  With  my  extra  two  dollars  I  sbal) 
buy  my  gloves,  and  pay  my  fares, — and  there  I  am, 
all  complete." 

She  looked  so  happy,  so  pretty,  and  full  of 
girlish  satisfaction,  that  Sister  Pris  couldn't  bear 
to  disturb  the  little  plan,  much  as  she  disapproved 
of  it.  They  were  poor,  and  every  penny  had  to 
be  counted.  There  were  plenty  of  neighbours  to 
gossip  and  criticise,  and  plenty  of  friends  to  make, 
disagreeable  remarks  on  any  unusual  extravagance. 
Pris  saw  things  with  the  prudent  eyes  of  thirty, 
but  Kitty  with  the  romantic  eyes  of  seventeen ; 
and  the  elder  sister,  in  the  kindness  of  her  heart, 
had  no  wish  to  sadden  life  to  those  bright  young 
eyes,  or  deny  the  child  a  harmless  pleasure.  She 
sewed  thoughtfully  for  a  minute,  then  looked  up, 
saying,  with  the  smile  that  always  assured  Kitty 
the  day  was  won — 

"Get  your  things  together,  and  we  will  see 
what  can  be  done.  But  remember,  dear,  that  it  is 
both  bad  taste  and  bad  economy  for  poor  people 
to  try  to  ape  the  rich." 

"You're  a  perfect  angel,  Pris;  so  don't  mo 
ralize.  I'll  run  and  get  the  dress,  and  weril  begin 
at  once;  for  there's  lots  to  do,  and  only  twc,  days 
to  do  it  in."  And  Kitty  skipped  away,  singing 
"  Lauriger  Horatius  "  at  the  top  of  her  voice. 
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Priscilla  soon  found  that  the  girl's  head  was 
txmpletely  turned  by  the  advice  and  example  of 
certain  fashionable  young  neighbours.  It  was  in 
vain  for  Pris  to  remonstrate  and  warn. 

"  Just  thi?  once  let  me  do  as  others  do,  and 
thoroughly  enjoy  myself/'  pleaded  Kitty;  and 
Pris  yielded,  saying  to  herself,  "She  shall  have 
her  wish ;  and  if  she  learns  a  lesson,  neither  time 
nor  money  will  be  lost." 

So  they  snipped  and  sewed,  and  planned  and 
pieced,  going  through  all  the  alternations  of 
despair  and  triumph,  worry  and  satisfaction,  which 
women  undergo  when  a  new  suit  is  under  way. 
Company  kept  coming,  for  news  of  Kitty's  expe 
dition  had  flown  abroad,  and  her  young  friends 
must  just  run  in  to  hear  about  it,  and  ask  what 
she  was  going  to  wear ;  while  Kitty  was  so  glad 
and  proud  to  tell,  and  show,  and  enjoy  her  little 
triumph  that  many  half  hours  were  wasted,  and 
the  second  day  found  "  lots  "  still  to  do. 

The  lovely  muslin  didn't  hold  out,  and  Kitty 
sacrificed  the  waist  to  the  train,  for  a  train  she 
must  have,  or  the  whole  thing  would  be  an  utter 
failure.  A  little  sacque  was  eked  out,  however; 
and,  when  the  frills  were  on,  it  was  "  ravishing," 
as  Kitty  said,  with  a  sigh  of  mingled  delight  and 
fatigue.  The  gored  skirt  was  a  fearful  job,  as  any 
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one  who  has  ever  plunged  into  the  mysteries  will 
testify ;  and  before  the  facing,  even  experienced 
Pris  quailed. 

The  bonnet  also  was  a  trial,  for,  when  the  lace 
was  on,  it  was  discovered  that  the  ribbons  didn't 
match  the  dress.  Here  was  a  catastrophe !  Kitty 
frantically  rummaged  the  house,  the  shops,  the 
stores  of  her  friends,  and  rummaged  in  vain. 
There  was  no  time  to  send  to  the  city,  and  despair 
vas  about  to  fall  on  Kitty,  when  Pris  rescued  her 
by  quietly  making  one  of  the  small  sacrifices  which 
were  easy  to  her  because  her  life  was  spent  foi 
others.  Some  one  suggested  a  strip  of  blue  illu 
sion — and  that  could  be  got;  but,  alas  !  Kitty  had 
no  money,  for  the  gloves  were  already  bought. 
Pris  heard  the  lamentations,  and,  giving  up  fresh 
ribbons  for  herself,  pulled  her  sister  out  of  a 
slough  of  despond  with  two  yards  of  "  heavenly 
tulle." 

"  Now  the  daisies ;  and  oh,  dear  me,  not  one 
£an  I  find  in  this  poverty-stricken  town/'  sighed 
Kitty,  prinking  at  the  glass,  and  fervently  hoping 
that  nothing  would  happen  to  her  complexion 
over  night. 

"  I  see  plenty  just  like  those  on  your  dress," 
answered  Pris,  nodding  toward  the  meadow  full  of 
young  white-weed. 
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w  Pris,  you're  a  treasure  !  I'll  wear  real  ones  ; 
they  keep  well,  I  know,  and  are  so  common  I 
can  refresh  my  bonnet  anywhere.  It's  a  splendid 
idea/' 

Away  rushed  Kitty  to  return  with  an  apron- 
full  of  American  daisies.  A  pretty  cluster  was 
soon  fastened  just  over  the  left-hand  frizzle  of 
bright  hair,  and  the  little  bonnet  was  com 
plete. 

"  Now,  Pris,  tell  me  how  I  look  ?"  cried  Kitty, 
as  she  swept  into  the  room  late  that  afternoon  in 
full  gala  costume. 

It  would  have  been  impossible  for  the  prim 
mest,  the  sourest,  or  the  most  sensible  creature 
in  the  world  to  say  that  it  wasn't  a  pretty  sight. 
The  long  train,  the  big  chignon,  the  apology  for  a 
bonnet,  were  all  ridiculous — no  one  could  deny 
that — but  youth,  beauty,  and  a  happy  heart  made 
even  those  absurdities  charming.  The  erect  young 
figure  gave  an  air  to  the  crisp  folds  of  the  delicate 
dress;  the  bright  eyes  and  fresh  cheeks  under  the 
lace  rosette  made  one  forget  its  size;  and  the 
rippling  brown  hair  won  admiration  in  spite  of  the 
ugly  bunch  which  disfigured  the  girl's  head.  The 
little  jacket  set  "divinely/''  the  new  gloves  wert 
as  immaculate  as  white  kids  could  be,  and,  to 
crown  all,  Lizzie  King,  in  a  burst  of  generosity, 
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lent  Kitty  the  blue  and  white  Paris  sunshade  which 
she  couldn't  use  herself. 

"  Now  I  could  die  content ;  I'm  perfect  in  all 
respects,  and  I  know  Jack  won't  be  ashamed  of 
me.  I  really  owe  it  to  him  to  look  my  best,  you 
\now,  and  that's  why  Fm  so  particular,"  said  Kitty, 
in  an  apologetic  tone,  as  she  began  to  lay  away  her 
finery. 

"I  hope  you  will  enjoy  every  minute  of  the 
time,  deary.  Don't  forget  to  finish  running  up 
the  facing;  Pve  basted  it  carefully,  and  would  do 
it  if  my  head  didn't  ache  so,  I  really  can't  hold  it 
up  any  longer,"  answered  Pris,  who  had  worked 
like  a  disinterested  bee,  while  Kitty  had  flown 
about  like  a  distracted  butterfly. 

"  Go  and  lie  down,  you  dear,  kind  soul,  and 
don't  think  of  my  nonsense  again,"  said  Kitty, 
feeling  remorseful  till  Pris  was  comfortably  asleep, 
when  she  went  to  her  room  and  revelled  in  her 
finery  till  bedtime.  So  absorbed  was  she  in 
learning  to  manage  her  train  gracefully,  that  she 
forgot  the  facing  till  very  late.  Then,  being  worn 
out  with  work  and  worry,  she  did,  what  girls  are 
too  apt  to  do,  stuck  a  pin  here  and  there,  and, 
trusting  to  Priscilla's  careful  bastings,  left  it  as  it 
was,  retiring  to  dream  of  a  certain  Horace  Fletcher, 
whose  aristocratic  elegance  had  made  a  deep 
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impression  upon  her  during  the  few  evening*  she 
had  seen  him. 

Nothing  could  have  been  lovelier  than  the 
morning,  and  few  hearts  happier  than  Kitty's,  as 
she  arrayed  herself  with  the  utmost  care,  and  waited 
in  solemn  state  for  the  carriage ;  for  muslin  trains 
and  dewy  roads  were  incompatible,  and  one  luxury 
brought  another. 

"  My  goodness,  where  did  she  get  that  stylish 
suit?"  whispered  Miss  Smith  to  Miss  Jones,  as 
Kitty  floated  into  the  station  with  all  sail  set,  find 
ing  it  impossible  to  resist  the  temptation  to 
' '  crush "  certain  young  ladies  who  had  snubbed 
her  in  times  past,  which  snubs  had  rankled,  and 
were  now  avenged. 

"  I  looked  everywhere  for  a  muslin  for  to-day 
and  couldn't  find  any  I  liked,  so  I  was  forced  to 
wear  my  mauve  silk/'  observed  Miss  Smith,  com 
placently  settling  the  silvery  folds  of  her 
dress. 

"  It's  very  pretty,  but  one  ruins  a  silk  at  Class 
Day,  you  know.  I  thought  this  organdie  would 
be  more  comfortable  and  appropriate  this  warm 
day.  A  friend  brought  it  from  Paris,  and  it'* 
ike  one  the  Princess  of  Wales  wore  at  the  great 
flower  show  this  year,"  returned  Kitty,  with  the 
air  of  a  young  lady  who  had  all  her  dresses  from 


Paris,  and  was  intimately  acquainted  with  the  royal 
family. 

"Those  girls "  were  entirely  extinguished  by 
this  stroke,  and  hadn't  a  word  to  say  for  them 
selves,  while  Kitty  casually  mentioned  Horace 
Fletcher,  Lyceum  Hall,  and  Cousin  Jack,  for  they 
had  only  a  little  Freshman  brother  to  boast  of,  and 
were  not  going  to  Lyceum  Hall. 

As  she  stepped  out  of  the  cars  at  Cambridge, 
Jack  opened  his  honest  blue  eyes,  and  indulged  in 
a  low  whistle  of  astonishment ;  for  if  there  was 
anything  he  especially  hated,  it  was  "  gowns  with 
tails  to' em,  knobs,  and  pancakes/' as  he  irreverently 
called  the  last  fashionable  feminine  adornments. 
He  was  very  fond  of  Kitty,  and  prided  himself 
on  being  able  to  show  his  friends  a  girl  who 
was  ' '  stunningly  pretty/'  and  yet  not  dressed  to 
death. 

"She  has  made  a  regular  guy  of  herself;  I 
won't  tell  her  so,  and  the  dear  little  soul  shal1 
have  .a  jolly  time  in  spite  of  her  fuss  and  feathers. 
But  I  do  wish  she  had  let  her  hair  alone  and  worn 
that  killing  hat  of  hers." 

As  this  thought  passed  through  Jack's  mind, 
he  smiled  and  bowed,  and  made  his  way  among 
the  crowd,  whispering  as  he  drew  his  cousin's  arm 
through  his  own— 
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"I  sav.  Kitty,  youyre  got  up  regardless,  aren'j 
you  ?  Pm  so  glad  you  came,  we'll  have  a  rousins 
£ood  time,  and  you  shall  go  in  for  all  the  fun.'v 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Jack!  Do  I  look  nice, 
really  ?  I  tried  to  be  a  credit  to  you  and  Pris,  and 
I  did  have  such  a  job  of  it.  Pll  make  you  shout 
over  it  some  time.  A  carriage  for  me  ?  Bless  ust 
how  fine  we  are!"  and  Kitty  stepped  in,  feeling 
that  only  one  thing  more  was  needed  to  make  her 
cup  overflow.  That  one  thing  was  speedily  vouch 
safed,  for  before  her  skirts  were  smoothly  settled, 
Jack  called  out,  in  his  hearty  way — 

"  How  are  you,  Fletcher  ?  If  you  are  bound 
for  Chapel  Pll  take  you  up." 

"  Thanks ;  good-morning,  Miss  Heath." 

It  was  all  done  in  an  instant,  and  the  next 
thing  Kitty  knew  she  was  rolling  away  with  the 
elegant  Horace  sitting  opposite.  How  little  it 
takes  to  make  a  young  girl  happy!  A  pretty 
dress,  sunshine,  and  somebody  opposite,  and  they 
are  blest.  Kitty's  face  glowed  and  dimpled  witli 
pleasure  as  she  glanced  about  her,  especially  wher 
she,  sitting  in  state  with  two  gentlemen  all  to  her- 
stlf,  passed  "those  girls  "  walking  in  the  dust  with 
a  beardless  boy;  she  felt  that  she  could  forgive 
past  slights,  and  did  so  with  a  magnanimous  smile 
and  bow, 
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Both  Jack  and  Fletcher  had  graduated  the  yea* 
before,  but  still  took  an  interest  in  their  old 
haunts,  and  patronized  the  fellows  who  were  no* 
yet  through  th-  mill,  at  least  the  Seniors  and 
Juniors ;  of  Sophs  and  Freshs  they  were  sub 
limely  unconscious.  Greeted  by  frequent  slaps 
on  the  shoulder,  and  hearty  "How  are  you,  old 
fellows/'  they  piloted  Kitty  to  a  seat  in  the 
Chapel.  An  excellent  place,  but  the  girl's  satis 
faction  was  marred  by  Fletcher's  desertion,  and 
she  wouldn't  see  anything  attractive  about  the 
dashing  young  lady  in  the  pink  bonnet  to  whom 
he  devoted  himself,  "  because  she  was  a  stranger," 
Kitty  said. 

Everybody  knows  what  goes  on  in  the  chapel 
after  the  fight  and  scramble  is  over.  The  rustle 
and  buzz,  the  music,  the  oratory  and  the  poem, 
during  which  the  men  cheer  and  the  girls  simper  j 
the  professors  yawn,  and  the  poet's  friends  pro 
nounce  him  a  otcond  Longfellow.  Then  the 
closing  flourishes,  the  grand  crush,  and  general 
scattering. 

Then  the  fun  really  begins,  as  far  as  the  young 
folks  are  concerned.  They  don't  mind  swarming 
up  and  down  stairs  in  a  solid  phalanx ;  they  can 
enjoy  half-a-dozen  courses  of  salad,  ice  and  straw 
berries,  with  stout  gentlemen  crushing  their  feet, 


Kitty's  Class  Day.  155 

anxious  mammas  sticking  sharp  elbows  into  their 
sides,  and  absent-minded  tutors  walking  over 
them  ;  they  can  flirt  vigorously  in  a  torrid  atmo 
sphere  of  dinner,  dust,  and  din  ;  can  smile  with 
hot  coffee  running  down  their  backs,  small 
avalanches  of  ice  cream  descending  upon  their 
best  bonnets,  and  sandwiches,  butter-side  down, 
reposing  on  their  delicate  silks.  They  know  that 
it  is  a  costly  rapture,  but  they  carefully  refrain 
from  thinking  of  the  morrow,  and  energetically 
illustrate  the  Yankee  maxim  which  bids  us  enjoy 
ourselves  in  our  early  bloom. 

Kitty  did  have  a  rousing  good  time;  for  Jack 
was  devoted,  taking  her  everywhere,  showing  her 
everything,  feeding  and  fanning  her,  and  festooning 
her  train  with  untiring  patience.  How  many 
forcible  expressions  he  mentally  indulged  in  as  he 
walked  on  that  unlucky  train  we  will  not  record ; 
he  smiled,  and  skipped  and  talked  of  Dreading 
on  flowers  in  a  way  that  would  have  charmed 
Kitty,  if  some  one  else  had  not  been  novering 
about  "The  Daisy,"  as  Fletcher  called  her. 

After  he  returned,  she  neglected  Jack,  who 
cook  it  coolly,  and  was  never  in  the  way  unless 
she  wanted  him.  For  the  first  time  in  her  life 
Kitty  deliberately  flirted.  The  little  coquetries, 
which  are  as  natural  to  a  gay  young  girl  as  her 


laughter,  were  all  in  full  play,  and,  had  she  gon« 
no  further,  no  harm  would  have  been  done.  Butj 
excited  by  the  example  of  those  about  her,  Kitty 
tried  to  enact  the  fashionable  young  lady,  and, 
like  most  novices,  she  overdid  the  part.  Quite 
forgetting  her  cousin,  she  rolled  her  eyes,  tossed 
her  head,  twirled  her  fan,  gave  affected  little  shrieks 
at  college  jokes;  and  talked  college  slang  in  a  way 
that  convulsed  Fletcher,  who  enjoyed  the  fun  im« 
mensely. 

Jack  saw  it  all,  shook  his  head,  and  said  no 
thing  ;  but  his  face  grew  rather  sober  as  he  watched 
Kitty,  flushed,  dishevelled,  and  breathless,  whirling 
round  Lyceum  Hall,  on  the  arm  of  Fletcher,  who 
danced  divinely,  as  all  the  girls  agreed.  Jack  had 
proposed  going,  but  Kitty  had  frowned,  so  he  fell 
back,  leaving  her  to  listen  and  laugh,  blush  and 
shrink  a  little  p,t  her  partner's  flowery  compliments 
and  admiring  glances. 

(f  If  she  stands  that  long  she's  not  the  girl  I 
took  her  for,"  thought  Jack,  beginning  to  lose 
patience.  "  She  don't  look  like  my  little  Kitty, 
and  somehow  I  don't  feel  half  so  fond  and  proud 
of  her,  as  usual.  I  know  one  thing,  my  daugh 
ters  shall  never  be  seen  knocking  about  in  that 
style." 

As  if  the  thought  suggested   the  act,  Jack 
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suddenly  assumed  an  air  of  paternal  authority, 
and,  arresting  his  cousin  as  she  was  about  to  begin 
again,  he  said,  in  a  tone  she  had  never  heard 
before — 

"I  promised  Pris  to  take  care  of  you,  so  I 
shall  carry  you  off  to  rest,  and  put  yourselves  to 
rights  after  thi  j  game  of  romps.  1  advise  you  to 
do  the  same,  Fletcher,  or  give  your  friend  in  the 
pink  bonnet  a  turn." 

Kitty  took  Jack's  arm  pettishly,  but  glanced 
over  her  shoulder  with  such  an  inviting  smile  that 
Fletcher  followed,  feeling  very  much  like  a  top,  in 
danger  of  tumbling  down  the  instant  he  stopped 
spinning.  As  she  came  out,  Kitty's  face  cleared, 
and,  assuming  her  sprightliest  air,  she  spread  her 
plumage,  and  prepared  to  descend  with  effect,  for 
a  party  of  uninvited  peris  stood  at  the  gate  of  this 
Paradise,  casting  longing  glances  at  the  forbidden 
splendours  within.  Slowly,  that  all  might  see  her. 
Kitty  sailed  down,  with  Horace,  the  debonnair, 
in  her  wake,  and  was  just  thinking  to  herself, 
u  Those  girls  won't  get  over  this  very  soon,  I 
fancy,"  when  all  in  one  moment  she  heard 
Fletcher  exclaim,  wrathfully,  "  Hang  the 
flounces  !"  she  saw  a  very  glossy  black  beaver 
come  skipping  down  the  steps,  felt  a  violent  twitch 
backward,  and,  to  save  herself  from  a  fall,  sat 


Something  to  Do, 

down  on  the  lower  step  with  most  undignifie< 
haste. 

It  was  impossible  for  the  bystanders  to  help 
laughing,  for  there  was  Fletcher  hopping  wildly 
about,  with  one  foot  nicely  caught  in  a  muslin 
loop,  and  there  sat  Kitty  longing  to  run  away  and 
hide  herself,  yet  perfectly  helpless,  while  every  one 
tittered.  Miss  Jones  and  Miss  Smith  laughed 
shrilly,  and  the  despised  little  Freshman  completed 
her  mortification  by  a  feeble  joke  about  Kitty 
Heath's  new  man-trap.  It  was  only  an  instant, 
but  it  seemed  an  hour  before  Fletcher  freed  her, 
and,  snatching  up  the  dusty  beaver,  left  her  with 
a  flushed  countenance  and  an  abrupt  bow. 

If  it  hadn't  been  for  Jack,  Kitty  would  have 
burst  into  tears  then  and  there,  so  terrible  was 
the  sense  of  humiliation  which  oppressed  her. 
For  his  sake  she  controlled  herself,  and,  bundling 
up  her  torn  train,  set  her  teeth,  stared  straight 
before  her,  and  let  him  lead  her  in  dead  silence 
to  a  friend's  room  near  by.  There  he  locked  the 
door,  and  began  to  comfort  her  by  making  light  of 
the  little  mishap.  But  Kitty  cried  so  tragically, 
that  he  was  at  his  wit's  end,  till  the  ludicrous  side 
of  the  affair  struck  her,  and  she  began  to  laugh 
hysterically.  With  a  vague  idea  that  vigorous 
treatment  was  best  for  that  feminine  ailment,  Jack 
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was  about  co  empty  the  contents  of  an  ice-pilchcr 
over  her,  when  she  arrested  him,  by  exclaiming, 
incoherently, — 

"  Oh,  don't ! — it  was  so  funny ! — how  can  you 
laugh,  you  cruel  boy  ? — I'm  disgraced  for  ever — 
take  me  home  to  Pris,  oh,  take  me  home  to  Pris." 

"  I  will,  my  dear,  I  will ;  but  first  let  me  right 
you  up  a  bit ;  you  look  as  if  you  had  been  hazed, 
upon  my  life  you  do /'  and  Jack  laughed,  in  spite 
of  himself,  at  the  wretched  little  object  before  him, 
for  dust,  dancing,  and  the  downfall  produced  a 
ruinous  spectacle. 

That  broke  Kitty's  heart ;  and,  spreading  her 
hands  before  her  face,  she  was  about  to  cry  again, 
when  the  sad  sight  which  met  her  eyes  dispelled 
the  gathering  tears.  The  new  gloves  were  both 
split  up  the  middle,  and  very  dirty  with  clutching 
at  the  steps  as  she  went  down. 

"  Never  mind,  you  can  wash  'em/'  said  Jack, 
•soothingly. 

"  It's  awful !  I  paid  a  dollar  and  a  half  for 
'em,  and  they  can't  be  washed,' *  groaned  Kitty. 

"  Oh,  hang  the  gloves  !  I  meant  your  hands/' 
rried  Jack,  trying  to  keep  sober. 

"  No  matter  for  my  hands,  I  mourn  over  my 
gloves.  But  I  won't  cry  any  more,  for  ray  head 
a«'-'h.c.s  now  so  I  can  hardly  see.5'  And  Kitty 
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threw  off  her  bonnet,  as  if  even  that  airy  trifle 
hurt  her. 

Seeing  how  pale  she  looked,  Jack  tenderly 
suggested  a  rest  on  the  old  sofa,  and  a  wet  hand- 
icerchief  on  her  hot  forehead,  while  he  got  the 
good  landlady  to  send  her  up  a  cup  of  tea.  As 
Kitty  rose  to  comply  she  glanced  at  her  dress,  and, 
clasping  her  hands,  exclaimed,  tragically — 

"  The  facing,  the  fatal  facing !  That  made 
all  the  mischief,  for  \f  Fd  sewed  it  last  night  it 
wouldn't  have  ripped  to-day;  if  it  hadn't  ripped 
Fletcher  wouldn't  have  got  his  foot  in  it,  I  shouldn't 
have  made  an  object  of  myself,  he  wouldn't 
have  gone  off  in  a  rage,  and — who  knows  what 
might  have  happened  ? " 

"  Bless  the  whats-its-name  if  it  has  settled 
him/'  cried  Jack.  "  He's  a  contemptible  fellow  not 
to  stay  and  help  you  out  of  the  scrape  he  got  you 
into.  Follow  his  lead  and  don't  trouble  yourself 
about  him." 

"  Well,  he  was  rather  absurd  to-day,  I  allow ; 
Dut  he  has  got  handsome  eyes  and  hands,  and  he 
does  dance  like  an  angel,"  sighed  Kitty  as  she 
pinned  up  the  treacherous  loop  which  had  brought 
destruction  to  her  little  castle  in  the  air. 

"  Handsome  eyes,  white  hands,  and  angelic  feet 
aon't  make  a  man.  Wait  till  you  can  dobettei,  Kit." 
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With  an  odd,  grave  look,  that  rather  startled 
Kitty,  Jack  vanished,  to  return  presently  with  a 
comfortable  cup  of  tea  and  a  motherly  ok!  iady  to 
help  repair  damages  and  soothe  her  by  the  foolish 
little  purrings  and  pattings  so  grateful  to  female 
nerves  after  a  flurry. 

"  I'll  come  back  and  take  you  out  to  see  the 
dance  round  the  tree  when  you've  had  a  bit  of  a 
rest/'  said  Jack,  vibrating  between  door  and  sofa 
as  if  it  wasn't  easy  to  get  away. 

"  Oh,  I  couldn't,"  cried  Kitty,  with  a  shudder 
at  the  bare  idea  of  meeting  any  one.  "  1  can't  be 
seen  again  to-night;  let  me  stay  here  till  my  train 
goes." 

"I  thought  it  had  gone,  already,"  said  Jack 
with  an  irrepressible  twinkle  of  the  eye  that 
glanced  at  the  draggled  dress  sweeping  the 
floor. 

"  How  can  you  joke  about  it  ! "  and  the  girl's 
reproachful  eyes  filled  with  tears  of  shame.  "  f 
know  I've  been  a  fool,  Jack,  but  I've  had  my 
punishment,  and  I  don't  need  any  mo-^..  Tc 
feel  that  you  despise  me  is  worse  than  all  the 
rest." 

She  ended  with  a  little  sob,  and  turned  her 
face  away  to  hide  the  trembling  of  her  lips.  At 
that,  Jack  flushed  up,  his  eyes  shone,  and  be 
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stooped  suddenly  as  if  to  make  some  impetuous 
reply.  But,  remembering  the  old  lady  (who,  by 
the  by,  was  discreetly  looking  out  of  window),  he 
put  his  hands  in  his  pockets  and  strolled  out  of 
the  room. 

"  Pve  lo«t  them  both  by  this  day's  folly," 
thought  Kitty,  as  Mrs.  Bliss  departed  with  the 
teacup.  "  I  don't  care  for  Fletcher,  for  I  dare 
say  he  didn't  mean  half  he  said,  and  I  was  only 
flattered  because  he  is  rich  and  handsome  and 
the  girls  glorify  him.  But  I  shall  miss  Jack, 
for  IVe  known  and  loved  him  all  my  life.  How 
good  he's  been  to  me  to-day !  so  patient,  care- 
fiul,  and  kind,  though  he  must  have  been  ashamed 
of  me.  I  know  he  didn't  like  my  dress ;  but  he 
never  said  a  word,  and  stood  by  me  through  every 
thing.  Oh,  I  wish  I'd  minded  Pris !  then  he 
would  have  respected  me,  at  least.  I  wonder  if  he 
ever  will  again  ? " 

Following  a  sudden  impulse,  Kitty  sprang  up, 
!ocked  the  door,  and  then  proceeded  to  destroy  all 
*ier  little  vanities  as  far  as  possible.  She.  smoothed 
out  her  crimps  with  a  wet  and  ruthless  hand  ;  fas 
tened  up  her  pretty  hair  in  the  simple  way  Jack 
liked;  gave  her  once  cherished  bonnet  a  spiteful 
shake,  as  she  put  it  on,  and  utterly  extinguished 
it  with  a  big,  blue  veil.  She  *ooped  up  her  dress, 
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/caving  no  vestige  of  the  now  hateful  train,  and 
did  herself  up  uncompromisingly  in  the  Quakerish 
gray  shawl  Pris  had  insisted  on  her  taking  for  the 
evening.  Then  she  surveyed  herself  with  pensive 
satisfaction,  saying,  in  the  tone  of  one  bent  on 
resolutely  mortifying  the  flesh — 

"Neat,  but  not  gaudy;  I'm  a  fright,  but  I 
deserve  it,  and  it's  better  than  being  a  peacock." 

Kitty  had  time  to  feel  ^  tele  friendless  and 
forlorn,  sitting  there  alone  as  twilight  fell,  and 
amused  herself  by  wondering  if  Fletcher  would 
come  to  inquire  about  her,  or  show  any  further 
interest  in  her ;  yet  when  the  sound  of  a  manly 
tramp  approached,  she  trembled  lest  it  should  be 
the  victim  of  the  fatal  facing.  The  door  opened, 
and  with  a  sigh  of  relief  she  saw  Jack  come  in, 
bearing  a  pair  of  new  gloves  in  one  hand,  and  a 
great  bouquet  of  June  roses  in  the  other. 

"  How  good  of  you  to  bring  me  these !  They 
are  more  refreshing  than  oceans  of  tea.  You 
enow  what  I  like,  Jack ;  thank  you  very  much," 
cried  Kitty,  sniffing  at  her  roses  with  grateful 
rapture. 

"  And  you  know  what  I  like/'  returned  Jack, 
#ith  an  approving  glance  at  the  altered  figure 
before  him. 

"I'll  never  do  so  any  more/'  murmured  Kitty, 
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wondering  why  she  felt  bashful  all  of  a  sudden, 
when  it  was  only  cousin  Jack. 

"  Now  put  on  your  gloves,  dear,  and  come  out 
and  hear  the  music ;  your  train  don't  go  for  two 
hours  yet,  and  you  mustn't  mope  here  for  all  that 
time/'  said  Jack,  offering  his  second  gift. 

"  How  did  you  know  my  size  ?"  asked  Kitty, 
putting  on  the  gloves  in  a  great  hurry ;  for  though 
Jack  had  called  her  "  dear "  for  years,  the  littk 
word  had  a  new  sound  to-night. 

"  I  guessed — no,  I  didn't,  I  had  the  old  ones 
with  me;  they  are  no  good  now,  are  they  ?"  and 
loo  honest  to '  lie,  Jack  tried  to  speak  care 
lessly,  though  he  turned  red  in  the  dusk,  well 
Knowing  that  the  dirty  little  gloves  were  folded 
away  in  his  left  breast-pocket  at  that  identical 
moment. 

"  Oh,  dear,  no  !  these  fit  nicely.  I'm  ready, 
if  you  don't  mind  going  with  such  a  fright,"  said 
Kitty,  forgetting  her  dread  of  seeing  people  in 
her  desire  to  get  away  from  that  room,  because 
for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  wasn't  at  ease  with 
Jack. 

"  I  think  I  like  the  little  grey  moth  better  than 
the  fine  butterfly,"  returned  Jack,  who,  in  spite  of 
nis  invitation,  seemed  to  find  "moping"  rather 
pleasant. 
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"  You  are  a  rainy-day  friend,  and  he  isn't/1 
said  Kitty,  softly,  as  she  drew  him  away. 

Jack 's  only  answer  was  to  lay  his  hand  on  the 
little  white  glove  resting  so  confidingly  on  his  arm, 
and,  keeping  it  there,  they  roamed  away  into  the 
summer  twilight. 

Something  had  happened  to  the  evening  and 
the  place,  for  both  seemed  suddenly  endowed  with 
uncommon  beauty  and  interest.  The  dingy  old 
houses  might  have  been  fairy  palaces,  for  anything 
they  saw  to  the  contrary;  the  dusty  walks,  the 
trampled  grass,  were  regular  Elysian  fields  to  them, 
and  the  music  was  the  music  of  the  spheres,  though 
they  found  themselves  "  Right  in  the  middle  of 
the  boom,  jing,  jing."  For  both  had  made  a 
little  discovery — no,  not  a  little  one,  the  greatest 
and  sweetest  man  and  woman  can  make.  In  the 
sharp  twinge  of  jealousy  which  the  sight  of 
Kitty's  flirtation  with  Fletcher  gave  him,  and  the 
delight  he  found  in  her  after  conduct,  Jack  dis 
covered  how  much  he  loved  her.  In  the  shame, 
gratitude,  and  half  sweet,  half  bitter  emotion  that 
filled  her  heart,  Kitty  felt  that  to  her  Jack  would 
never  be  "  only  cousin  Jack  "  any  more.  All  the 
Wnity,  coquetry,  selfishness,  and  ill-temper  of  the 
day  seemed  magnified  to  heinous  sins,  for  now 
her  only  thought  was,  "  seeing  these  faults  he 
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lantly  stuck  the  faded  posy  in  his  button-hole, 
while  Kitty  treasured  up  the  hint  so  kindly  given 
for  future  use. 

If  a  clock  with  great  want  of  tact  hadn't 
insisted  on  telling  them  that  it  was  getting  late, 
Kitty  never  would  have  got  home,  for  both  the 
young  people  felt  inclined  to  loiter  about  arm  in 
arm  through  the  sweet  summer  night  for  ever. 
Jack  had  meant  to  say  something  before  she  went, 
and  was  immensely  surprised  to  find  the  chance 
lost  for  the  present.  He  wanted  to  go  home  with 
her,  and  free  his  mind;  but  a  neighbourly  old 
gentleman  having  been  engaged  as  escort,  there 
would  have  been  very  little  satisfaction  in  a  tra 
velling  trio ;  so  he  gave  it  up.  He  was  very  silent 
as  they  walked  to  the  station,  with  Dr.  Dodd 
trudging  behind  them.  Kitty  thought  he  was 
tired,  perhaps  glad  to  be  rid  of  her,  and  meekly 
accepted  her  fate.  But  as  the  train  approached 
she  gave  his  hand  an  impulsive  squeeze,  and  said 
very  gratefully — 

"Jack,  I  can't  thank  you  enough  for  your 
kindness  to  your  silly  little  cousin;  but  I  never 
lall  forget  it,  and  if  I  ever  can  return  it  in  any 
Ay,  I  will  with  all  my  heart." 

Jack  looked  down  at  the  young  face,  almost 
pathetic  now  with  weariness,  humility,  and  pain, 
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yet  very  sweet,  with  that  new  shyness  in  the 
'oving  eyes,  and,  stooping  suddenly,  he  kissed  it, 
whispering  in  a  tone  that  made  the  girl's  heart 
nutter — 

"  I'll  tell  you  how  you  may  return  it  with  all 
your  heart,  by  and  by.  Good-night,  my  Kitty." 

"  Have  you  had  a  good  time,  dear  ? "  asked 
Pris,  as  her  sister  appeared,  an  hour  later. 

"Don't  I  look  as  if  I  had?"  and,  throwing 
off  her  wraps,  Kitty  revolved  slowly  before  her, 
that  she  might  behold  every  portion  of  the  wreck. 
"  My  gown  is  all  dust,  crumple,  and  rags,  my 
bonnet  perfectly  limp  and  flat,  and  my  gloves  are 
ruined ;  I've  broken  Lizzie's  parasol,  made  a  spec 
tacle  of  myself,  and  wasted  money,  time,  and 
temper;  yet  my  Class  Day  isn't  a  failure,  frr 
Jack  is  the  dearest  boy  in  the  world,  and  Fm 
very,  very  happy ! i3 

Pris  looked  at  her  a  minute,  then  opened  her 
arms  without  a  word,  and  Kitty  forgot  all  her  little 
•roubles  in  one  great  joy. 

When  Miss  Smith  and  Miss  Jones  called,  a 
few  days  after,  to  tell  her  that  Mr.  Fletcher  was 
going  abroad,  the  amiable  creatures  were  entirely 
routed  by  finding  Jack  there  in  a  most  unmis- 
\akable  situation.  He  blandly  wished  Horace 
w  bon  voyage,"  and  regretted  that  he  wouldn't  be 
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there  to  the  wedding  in  October.  Kitty  devoted 
herself  to  blushing  beautifully,  and  darning  endless 
rents  in  a  short  daisy  muslin  skirt,  "  which  I 
intend  to  wear  a  great  deal,  because  Jack  likes  it, 
and  so  do  I,"  she  said,  with  a  demure  look  at  her 
lover,  who  laughed  as  if  that  was  the  best  jok. 
of  the  season. 
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1  Children  and  fools  speak  the  truth,' 


I. 


HATS  that  sigh  for,  Polly,  dear?" 

"I'm  tired,  mother;  tired  of 
working  and  waiting.  If  Pm  ever 
going  to  have  any  fun,  I  want  it  now 
while  I  can  enjoy  it." 
"  You  shouldn't  wait  another  hour  if  I 
could  have  my  way;  but  you  know  how 
helpless  I  am."  And  poor  Mrs.  Snow  sighed 
dolefully,  as  she  glanced  about  the  dingy  room, 
and  pretty  Mary  turning  her  faded  gown  for  the 
second  time. 

"  If  Aunt  Kipp  would  give  us  the  money  she 
is  always  talking  about,  instead  of  waiting  till  she 
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dies,  we  should  be  so  comfortable.  She  is  a 
'Jreadful  bore,  for  she  lives  in  such  terror  of  drop 
ping  dead  with  her  heart-complaint  that  she  don't 
take  any -pleasure  in  life  herself,  or  let  anyone  else; 
so  the  sooner  she  goes  the  better  for  all  of  us/' 
said  Polly,  in  a  desperate  tone;  for  things  looked 
very  black  to  her  just  then. 

"  My  dear,  don't  say  that,"  began  her  mother, 
mildly  shocked ;  but  a  bluff  little  voice  broke  in 
with  the  forcible  remark — 

"  She's  everlastingly  tellin'  me  never  to  put  off 
till  to-morrer  what  can  be  done  to-day.  Next 
time  she  comes  I'll  remind  her  of  that,  and  ask 
her,  if  she  is  goin*  to  die,  why  she  don't  up  and 
do  it." 

"Toady!  you're  a  wicked,  disrespectful  boy. 
Never  let  me  hear  you  say  such  a  thing  again 
about  your  dear  Aunt  Kipp." 

"  She  ain't  dear !  You  know  we  all  hate  her, 
ma,  and  you  are  'fraider  of  her'n  you  are  of 
spiders, — so  now." 

The  young  personage  whose  mellifluous  name 
of  Theodore  had  been  corrupted  into  Toady,  was 
a  small  boy  of  ten  or  eleven,  apple-cheeked, 
round-eyed,  and  curly-headed;  arrayed  in  well- 
worn,  grey  knickerbockers,  profusely  adorned  with 
paint,  glue,  and  shreds  of  cotton.  Perched  on  a 
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high  stool,  at  an  isolated  table  in  a  state  of  chaos, 
he  was  absorbed  in  making  a  boat,  entirely  obli 
vious  of  the  racking  tooth-ache  which  had  been 
his  excuse  for  staying  from  school.  As  cool, 
saucy,  hard-handed,  and  soft-hearted  a  little  speci 
men  of  young  America  was  Toady  as  you  would 
care  to  see ;  a  tyrant  at  home,  a  rebel  at  school,  a 
sworn  foe  to  law,  order,  and  Aunt  Kipp.  This 
young  party  was  regarded  as  a  reprobate  by  al» 
but  his  mother,  sister,  and  sister's  sweetheart, 
Van  Bahr  Lamb.  Having  been,  through  much 
anguisii  of  flesh  and  spirit,  taught  that  lying  was 
a  deadly  sin,  Toady  rushed  to  the  other  extreme, 
and  bolted  out  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and 
nothing  but  the  truth,  at  all  times  and  places, 
with  a  startling  abruptness  that  brought  wrath 
and  dismay  upon  his  friends  and  relatives. 

"  It's  horrid  to  fib ;  you've  whacked  that  into 
me,  and  yoi:  can't  rub  it  out,  ma,"  he  was  wont 
to  say,  with  vivid  recollection  of  the  part  tingling 
in  the  chubby  portions  of  his  frame. 

"  Mind  your  chips,  Toady,  and  take  care  what 
you  say  to  Aunt  Kipp,  or  you'll  be  as  poor  as  a 
little  rat  all  the  days  of  your  life/'  said  Polly, 
warningly. 

"  I  don't  want  her  old  money,  and  I'll  tell  her 
so  if-  she  bothers  me  about  it.  I  shall  go  into 
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business  with  Van,  and  take  care  of  the  whole 
lot ;  so  don't  you  preach,  Polly,"  returned  Toady, 
with  as  much  dignity  as  was  compatible  with  a 
great  dab  of  glue  on  the  end  of  his  snub  nose. 

"  Ma,  dear,  did  aunt  say  anything  about  coming 
this  week  ? "  asked  Polly,  after  a  pause  of  intense 
thought  over  a  breadth  with  three  darns,  two 
spots,  and  a  burn. 

"Yes;  she  wrote  that  she  was  too  feeble  to 
come  at  present,  as  she  had  such  dreadful  palpita 
tions,  she  didn't  dare  stir  from  her  room.     So  we 
are  quite  safe  for  the  next  week  at  least,  and — 
bless  my  soul,  there  she  is  now  \" 

Mrs.  Snow  clasped  her  hands  with  a  gesture 
of  dismay,  and  sat  as  if  transfixed  by  the  spec 
tacle  of  a  ponderous  lady,  in  an  awe-inspiring 
bonnet,  who  came  walking  slowly  down  the  street. 
Polly  gave  a  groan,  and  pulled  a  bright  ribbon 
from  her  hair.  Toady  muttered,  "  Oh,  bother ! " 
and  vainly  attempted  to  polish  up  his  countenance 
with  a  fragmentary  pocket-handkerchief. 

"Nothing  but  salt  fish  for  dinner,"  wailed 
Mrs.  Snow,  as  the  shadow  of  the  coming  event 
fell  upon  her. 

"Van  will  make  a  fool  of  himself,  and  ruin 
everything,"  sighed  Polly,  glancing  at  the  ring  on 
her  finger. 
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"  I  know  she'll  kiss  me  ;  she  never  will  let  a 
cellow  alone,"  growled  Toady,  scowling  darkly. 

The  garden  gate  clashed,  dust  flew  from  the 
door-mat,  a  heavy  step  echoed  in  the  hall,  an  im 
perious  voice  called  "  Sophy!"  and  Aunt  Kipp 
entered  with  a  flourish  of  trumpets  ;  for  Toady 
blew  a  blast  through  his  fingers  which  made  the 
bows  totter  on  her  bonnet. 

fi  My  dear  aunt,  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you," 
murmured  Mrs.  Snow,  advancing  with  a  smile  of 
welcome  ;  for  though  as  weak  as  water-gruel,  she 
was  as  kind-hearted  a  little  woman  as  ever  lived. 

"  My  boots  !  what  a  whacker  that  was  !  "  said 
Toady,  sotto  voce. 

"We  were  just  saying  we  were  afraid  you 
wouldn't  —  "  began  Mary,  when  a  warning,  "  Mind 
your  eye,  Polly,"  caused  her  to  stop  short  and 
busy  herself  with  the  new-comer's  bag  and  urn- 


"  I  changed  my  mind.  Theodore,  come  and 
kiss  me,"  answered  Aunt  Kipp,  briefly. 

"  Yes'm,"  was  the  plaintive  reply,  and,  closing 
his  eyes,  Toady  awaited  his  fate  with  fortitude. 

But  the  dreaded  salute  did  not  come,  for  Aunt 
Kipp  exclaimed,  in  alarm,  — 

"  Mercy  on  us  !    has  the  boy  got  the  plague  ?" 

"  No'  in,  it's  paint,  and  dirt,  and  glue,  and  it 
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won't  come  off,"  said  Toady,  stroking  his  varie 
gated  countenance  with  grateful  admiration  for 
the  stains  that  saved  him. 

"Go  and  wash  this  moment,  sir.  Thank 
Heaven,  I've  got  no  boys,"  cried  Aunt  Kipp,  as 
if  boys  were  some  virulent  disease  which  she  had 
narrowly  escaped. 

With  a  hasty  peck  at  the  lips  of  her  two  elder 
/elatives,  the  old  lady  seated  herself,  and  slowly 
removed  the  awful  bonnet,  which  in  shape  and 
hue  much  resembled  a  hearse  hung  with  black 
crape. 

€t  Pm  glad  you  are  better/'  said  Mary,  reve 
rently  receiving  the  funereal  head-gear. 

"  I'm  not  better,"  cut  in  Aunt  Kipp.  "  I'm 
worse,  much  worse;  my  days  are  numbered;  I 
stand  on  the  brink  of  the  tomb,  and  may  drop  at 
any  moment." 

Toady's  face  was  a  study,  as  he  glanced  up  at 
the  old  lady's  florid  countenance,  down  at  the 
floor,  as  if  in  search  of  the  above-mentioned 
"  brink,"  and  looked  unaffectedly  anxious  to  see 
her  drop.  "  Why  don't  you,  then  ?"  was  on  his 
lips ;  but  a  frown  from  Polly  restrained  him,  ano 
he  sat  himself  down  on  the  rug  to  contemplate 
the  corpulent  victim. 

"  Have  a  cup  of  tea,  aunt  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Snow. 


Aunt  Kipp.  175 

«  I  will." 

"  Lie  down  and  rest  a  little/*  suggested  Polly, 

"  I  won't." 

"  Can  we  do  anything  for  you  ? "  said  both. 

"  Take  my  things  away,  and  have  dinner  early." 

Both  departed  to  perform  these  behests,  and, 
leaning  back  in  her  chair,  Aunt  Kipp  reposed. 

"  I  say,  what's  a  bore  ? "  asked  Toady  from 
the  rug,  where  he  sat  rocking  meditatively  to  and 
fro,  holding  on  by  his  shoe-strings. 

"  It's  a  kind  of  a  pig,  very  fierce,  and  folks  are 
afraid  of  'em,"  said  Aunt  Kipp,  whose  knowledge 
of  Natural  History  was  limited. 

"  Good  for  Polly  !  so  you  are  ! "  sung  out  the 
boy,  with  the  hearty  child's  laugh  so  pleasant  to 
most  ears. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? "  demanded  the 
old  lady,  irefully  poking  at  him  with  her  um 
brella.  ' 

"  Why,  Polly  said  you  were  a  bore,"  explained 
Toady,  with  artless  frankness.  "You  are  fat, 
you  know,  and  fierce  sometimes,  and  folks  are 
scared  of  you.  Good,  wasn't  it  ? " 

"  Very  !  Mary  is  a  nice,  grateful,  respectful, 
loving  niece,  and  I  shan't  forget  her,  she  may 
depend  on  that/'  and  Aunt  Kipp  laughed  grimly. 

"  May  she  ?  well,  that's  jolly  now.     She  was 
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afraid  you  wouldn't  give  her  the  money ;  so  I'll 
tell  her  it's  all  right;"  and  innocent  Toady  nod 
ded  approvingly. 

"  Oh,  she  expects  some  of  my  money,  does 
she?" 

"  Course  she  does ;  ain't  you  always  saying 
you'll  remember  us  in  your  will,  'cause  pa  was 
your  favourite  nephew,  and  all  that  ?  I'll  tell  you 
a  secret,  if  you  won't  let  Polly  know  I  spoke  first. 
You'll  find  it  out  to-night,  anyway.  Van's  so 
spoony  on  her,  you'd  see  they  were  sweethearts  in 
a  minute." 

"  Sweethearts  !  "  cried  Aunt  Kipp,  turning  red 
in  the  face. 

"  Yes'm.  Van  popped  last  week,  and  Polly's 
been  going  on  like  mad  ever  since.  Ma  likes  it, 
and  /  like  it,  for  I'm  fond  of  Van,  though  I  do  call 
him  Baa-baa,  cause  he  looks  like  a  sheep.  We  all 
like  it,  and  we'd  all  hooray  for  it,  if  we  wa'n't 
afraid  of  you.  Ma  and  Polly,  I  mean ;  of  course 
we  men  don't  mind,  but  we  don't  want  a  row. 
You  won't  make  one,  will  you  now  ? " 

Anything  more  expressive  of  brotherly  good 
will,  persuasive  frankness,  and  a  placid  conscious 
ness  of  having  "  fixed  it,"  than  Toady's  dirty  little 
face,  it  would  be  hard  to  find.  Aunt  Kipp  eyed 
him  so  fiercely  that  even  before  she  spoke  a  dim 
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suspicion  that  something  was  wrong  began  to 
aawn  on  his  too-confiding  soul, 

"  I  don't  like  it,  and  I'll  put  a  stop  to  it.  I 
won't  have  any  ridiculous  baa-baas  in  my  family. 
If  Mary  counts  on  my  money  to  begin  house 
keeping  with,  she'll  find  herself  mistaken ;  for  not 
one  penny  shall  she  have,  married  or  single,  and 
you  may  tell  her  so." 

Toady  was  so  taken  aback  by  this  explosion 
that  he  let  go  his  shoe-strings,  fell  over  with  a 
crash,  and  lay  flat,  with  shovel  and  tongs  spread 
upon  him  like  a  pall.  In  rushed  Ma  and  Polly, 
to  find  the  boy's  spirits  quite  quenched,  for  once, 
and  Aunt  Kipp  in  a  towering  passion.  It  all  came 
out  in  one  overwhelming  flood  of  words,  and  Toady 
fled  from  the  storm  to  wander  round  the  house,  a 
prey  to  the  deepest  remorse.  The  meekness  of  that 
boy  at  dinner-time  was  so  angelic  that  Mrs.  Snow 
would  have  feared  speedy  translation  for  him,  if 
she  had  not  been  very  angry.  Polly's  red  eyes, 
and  Aunt  Kipp's  grifnnesque  expression  of  coun 
tenance,  weighed  upon  his  soul  so  heavily,  that 
even  roly-poly  pudding  failed  to  assuage  his 
trouble,  and,  taking  his  mother  into  the  china- 
closet,  he  anxiously  inquired  "  if  it  was  all  up  with 
Polly?" 

"  I'm  afraid  so,  for  aunt  vows  she  will  make  a 
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new  will  to-morrov ,  and  leave  every  penny  to  the 
Charitable  Rag-bag  Society/'  sighed  Mrs.  Snow. 

"  I  didn't  go  to  do  it,  ma ;  I  truly  didn't !  I 
thought  Pd  just  f  give  her  a  hint/  as  you  say.  She 
looked  all  serene,  and  laughed  when  I  told  her 
about  being  a  bore,  and  I  thought  she  liked  it.  If 
she  was  a  man,  I'd  thrash  her  for  making  Polly 
cry ; "  and  Toady  shook  his  fist  at  Aunt  Kipp's 
umbrella,  which  was  an  immense  relief  to  his 
perturbed  spirit. 

"Bless  the  boy!  I  do  believe  he  would!" 
cried  Mrs.  Snow,  watching  the  little  turkey-cock 
with  maternal  pride.  "  You  can't  do  that :  so 
just  be  careful  and  not  make  any  more  mischief, 
dear." 

"I'll  try,  ma;  but  I'm  always  getting  into 
scrapes  with  Aunt  Kipp.  She's  worse'n  measles, 
any  day, — such  an  old  aggrawater !  I  say,  Van's 
coming  this  afternoon.  Won't  he  make  her  clever 
again  ? " 

"  Oh,  dear,  no  !  He  will  probably  make  things 
ten  times  worse,  he's  so  bashful  and  queer.  I'm 
afraid  our  last  chance  is  gone,  deary,  and  we  must 
grub  along  as  we  have  done." 

One  sniff  of  emotion  burst  from  Toady,  and 
for  a  moment  he  laid  his  head  in  the  knife-tray, 
overcome  with  disappointment  and  regret.  But, 
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scorning  to  yield  to  unmanly  tears,  he  was  soon 
himself  again.  Thrusting  his  beloved  jack-knife, 
with  three  blades  and  a  file,  into  Polly's  hand,  he 
whispered,  brokenly, — 

"Keep  it  foreverW  ever;  Pm  thundering 
Borry  !  "  Then,  feeling  that  the  magnitude  of  this 
Sacrifice  atoned  for  everything,  he  went  to  watch 
for  Van, — the  forlorn  hope  to  which  he  now 
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"  SOPHY,  I'm  surprised  at  your  want  of  judg 
ment.  Do  you  really  mean  to  let  your  girl  marry 
this  Lamb?  Why,  the  man's  a  fool!"  began 
Aunt  Kipp,  after  dinner,  by  way  of  opening  a 
pleasant  conversation  with  her  relatives. 

"  Dear  me,  aunt, !  how  can  you  know  that, 
when  you  never  saw  him  ? "  mildly  returned  Mrs. 
Snow. 

"  Pve  heard  of  him,  and  that's  enough  for  me, 
I've  a  deal  of  penetration  in  judging  character, 
and  I  tell  you  Van  Bahr  Lamb  is  a  fool/' 

The  amiable  old  lady  thought  this  would  rouse 
Polly,  pgainst  whom  her  anger  still  burned  hotly. 
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But  Polly  also  possessed  penetration;  and,  well 
knowing  that  contradiction  would  delight  Aunt 
Kipp,  she  completely  took  the  wind  out  of  her 
sails,  by  coolly  remarking,— 

"  I  like  fools." 

"Bless  my  heart!  what  does  the  girl  mean?** 
ejaculated  Aunt  Kipp. 

"  Just  what  I  say.  If  Van  is  a  fool,  I  prefer 
simpletons  to  wiseacres.  I  know  he  is  shy  and 
awkward,  looks  like  a  goose  sometimes,  and  does 
absurd  things  now  and  then.  But  I  also  know 
that  he  has  the  kindest  heart  that  ever  was  :  is 
unselfish,  faithful,  and  loving;  that  he  took  good 
care  of  his  old  parents  till  they  died,  and  never 
thought  of  himself  while  they  needed  him.  He 
loves  me  dearly ;  will  wait  for  me  a  dozen  years, 
if  I  say  so,  and  work  all  his  days  to  make  mt 
happy.  He's  a  help  and  comfort  to  ma,  a  good 
friend  to  Toady,  and  I  love  and  respect  and  am 
proud  of  him  though  he  is  a  fool,"  cried  Polly, 
heartily. 

"  And  you  insist  on  marrying  him  ?"  demanded 
Aunt  Kipp. 

"Yes,  I  do/' 

"  Then  I  wish  a  carriage  immediately/'  was  the 
somewhat  irrelevant  reply. 

"Why,  aunt,  you  don't  mean  to  go  so  soon  ?w 
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cried  Mrs.  Snow,  with  a  reproachful  glance  at  the 
rebellious  Polly. 

"Far  from  it.  I  wish  to  see  Judge 
Banks  about  altering  my  will/''  was  the  awful 
answer. 

Polly's  face  fell;  her  mother  gave  a  despair 
ing  sigh;  Toady,  who  had  hovered  about  the 
door,  uttered  a  suppressed  whistle  of  dismay ; 
and  Mrs.  Kipp  looked  about  her  with  vengeful 
satisfaction. 

4t  Get  the  big  carryall  and  old  Bob,  so  the  boy 
can  drive,  and  all  of  you  come :  the  trip  will  do 
you  good." 

It  was  like  Aunt  Kipp  to  invite  her  poor 
relations  to  go  and  "nip  their  own  noses  off," 
as  she  elegantly  expressed  it.  It  was  a  party  of 
pleasure  that  just  suited  her,  for  all  the  fun  was 
on  her  side.  She  grew  affable  at  once;  was  quite 
pressing  in  her  invitation;  regretted  that  Sophy 
was  too  busy  to  go;  praised  Polly's  hat;  and 
professed  herself  quite  satisfied  with  "  that  dear 
t*>y"  for  a  driver.  The  "dear  boy"  distorted 
his  young  countenance  frightfully  behind  her 
back,  but  found  a  balm  for  every  wound  in 
the  delight  of  being  commander  of  the  expe 
dition. 

The    big  carryall  appeared,  and,  with   mi^ch 
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creaking  and  swaying,  Mrs.  Kipp  was  got  into 
the  back  seat,  where  the  big  bonnet  gloomed 
like  a  thunder-cloud.  Polly,  in  a  high  state 
of  indignation,  which  only  made  her  look  ten 
times  prettier,  sat  in  front  with  Toady,  who  was  a 
sight  for  gods  and  men  as  he  drove  off  with  his 
short  legs  planted  against  the  boot,  his  elbows 
squared,  and  the  big  whip  scientifically  cracking 
now  and  then.  Away  they  went,  leaving  poor  ma 
to  bewail  herself  dismally  after  she  had  smiled  and 
nodded  them  out  of  sight. 

"  Don't  go  over  any  bridges  or  railroad  cross 
ings  or  by  any  saw-mills,"  said  the  old  lady,  as  if 
the  town  could  be  suddenly  remodelled  to  suit  her 
taste. 

"  Yes'm,"  returned  Toady,  witr^a  crack  which 
would  have  done  honour  to  a  French  postilion. 

It  was  a  fine  day,  and  the  young  people 
would  have  enjoyed  the  ride  in  spite  of  the 
breakers  ahead,  if  Aunt  Kipp  hadn't  entertained 
the  girl  with  a  glowing  account  of  the  splendours 
of  her  own  wedding,  and  aggravated  the  boy  by 
frequent  pokes  and  directions  in  the  art  of  driving, 
of  which  she  was,  of  course,  profoundly  ignorant. 
Polly  couldn't  restrain  a  tear  or  two,  in  thinking 
of  her  own  poor  little  prospects,  and  Toady  was 
goaded  to  desperation. 
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"  I'll  give  her  a  regular  shaking  up ;  it'll  make 
Ser  hold  her  tongue  and  do  her  good/'  he  said  to 
himself,  as  a  stony  hill  sloped  temptingly  before 
him. 

A  sly  chuck,  and  some  mysterious  manoeuvre 
with  the  reins,  and  Bob  started  off  at  a  brisk  trot, 
as  if  he  objected  to  the  old  lady  as  much  as  her 
mischievous  little  nevvy. 

"  Hold  him  in  !  Keep  a  taut  rein !  Lord  a' 
mercy,  he's  running  away  ! "  skrieked  Aunt  Kipp, 
or  tried  to  shriek,  for  the  bouncing  and  bumping 
jerked  the  words  out  of  her  mouth  with  ludicrous 
incoherency. 

"I  am  holding  him,  but  he  will  go/'  said 
Toady,  with  a  wicked  triumph  in  his  eye  as  he 
glanced  back  at  Polly. 

The  next  minute  the  words  were  quite  true; 
for,  as  he  spoke,  two  or  three  distracted  hens  flew 
squalling  over  the  wall  and  scattered  about  under, 
vver,  and  before  the  horse,  as  only  distracted  hens 
could  do.  This  was  too  much  for  Bol»J«  nerves ; 
and,  taking  matters  into  his  own  hands,  or  feet 
rather,  he  broke  into  a  run,  and  rattled  the  old 
lady's  bones  over  the  stones  with  a  velocity  whicii 
left  her  speechless. 

Polly  laughed,  and  Toady  chuckled,  as  they 
taught  glimpses  of  the  4\vfdl  bonnet  vibrating 
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wildly  in  the  background,  and  felt  the  frantic 
clutchings  of  the  old  lady's  hands.  But  both 
grew  sober  as  a  shrill  car-whistle  sounded  not  far 
off';  and  Bob,  as  if  possessed  by  an  evil  spirit, 
turned  suddenly  into  the  cross-road  that  led  to  the 
railroad  crossing. 

"  That  will  do,  Toady;  now  pull  up,  for  we 
can't  get  over  in  time/'  said  Polly,  glancing 
anxiously  towards  the  rapidly  approaching  puffs  of 
white  smoke. 

"  I  can't,  Polly — I  really  can't/'  cried  the  boy, 
tugging  with  all  his  might,  and  beginning  to  look 
scared. 

Polly  lent  her  aid;  but  Bob  scarcely  seemed 
to  feel  it,  for  he  had  been  a  racer  once,  and  when 
his  blood  was  up  he  was  hard  to  handle.  His 
own  good  sense  might  have  checked  him,  if  Aunt 
Kipp  hadn't  unfortunately  recovered  her  voice  at 
this  crisis,  and  uttered  a  succession  of  the 
shrillest  screams  that  ever  saluted  mortal  ears. 
With  a  snort  and  a  bound  Bob  dashed  straight  on 
toward  the  crossing,  as  the  train  appeared  round 
the  bend. 

" Let  me  out !  Let  me  out!  Jump  !  Jump  V 
shrieked  Aunt  Kipp,  thrusting  her  head  out  of  the 
window,  where  it  stuck,  while  she  fumbled  madly 
for  the  door-handle. 
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"  Oh,  Toady,  save  us  !  save  us  !  "  gasped 
Folly,  losing  her  presence  of  mind,  and  drop 
ping  the  reins  to  cling  to  her  brother,  with  a 
woman's  instinctive  faith  in  the  stronger  sex. 

.But  Toady  held  on  manfully  though  his  arms 
were  nearly  pulled  off,  for  "  Never  say  die/'  was 
his  motto,  and  the  plucky  little  lad  wouldn't  show 
fear  before  the  women. 

"Don't  howl;  we'll  do  it!  Hi,  Bob  !"  and 
with  a  savage  slash  of  the  whip,  an  exciting  cry, 
a  terrible  reeling  and  rattling,  they  did  do  it; 
for  Bob  cleared  the  track  at  a  breakneck  pace,  just 
in  time  for  the  train  to  sweep  swiftly  by  behind 
them. 

Aunt  Kipp  dropped  in  a  heap,  leaving  the  big 
bonnet  firmly  fixed  in  the  window.  Polly  look 
up  at  her  brother,  with  a  look  which  he  never 
forgot  :  and  Toady  tried  to  say,  stoutly,  "  It's  all 
right  !  "  with  lips  that  were  white  and  dry  in  spite 
of  himself. 

"  We  shall  smash  up  at  the  bridge,"  he  nmt- 
icreu,  as  they  tore  through  the  town,  where  every 
one  obligingly  shouted,  waved  their  hats,  and 
danced  about  on  the  side-walks,  doing  nothing 
out  add  to  Bob's  fright  and  the  party's  danger. 
But  Toady  was  wrong  —  they  didn't  smash  up  at 
the  bridge  ;  for,  before  they  reached  the  perilous 


190  Something  to  Do. 

spot,  one  man  had  the  sense  to  fly  straight  at 
the  horse's  head  and  hold  on  like  grim  death  till 
the  momentary  check  enahled  others  to  lend  a 
hand. 

The  moment  they  were  safe,  Polly,  like  a  regu 
lar  heroine,  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  her 
dishevelled  preserver,  who  of  course  was  Van, 
and  would  have  refreshed  herself  with  hysterics, 
if  the  sight  of  Toady  hadn't  steadied  her.  The 
ooy  sat  as  stiff  and  rigid  as  a  wooden  figure  till 
they  took  the  reins  from  him ;  then  all  the  strength 
seemed  to  go  out  of  him,  and  he  leaned  against 
his  sister,  as  white  and  trembling  as  she,  whisper 
ing  with  an  irrepressible  sob — 

"  Oh,  Polly,  wasn't  it  horrid  ?  Tell  ma  I  stood 
by  you  like  a  man.  Do  tell  her  that !  " 

If  any  one  had  had  time  or  heart  to  laugh,  they 
certainly  would  have  done  it  when,  after  much 
groping,  heaving,  and  hoisting,  Mrs.  Kipp  was 
extricated  and  restored  to  consciousness;  for  a 
more  ludicrously  deplorable  spectacle  was  seldom 
seen.  Quite  unhurt,  though  much  shaken,  the 
old  lady  insisted  on  believing  herself  to  be  dying, 
and  kept  the  town  in  a  ferment  till  three  doctors 
had  pronounced  her  perfectly  well  able  to  go  home. 
Then  the  perversity  of  her  nature  induced  her  to 
comply,  that  she  might  have  the  satisfaction  of 
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plying  on  the  way,  and  proving  herself  in  the 
right. 

Unfortunately  she  didn't  expire,  but  having 
safely  arrived,  went  to  bed  in  high  dudgeon,  and 
led  Polly  and  her  mother  a  sad  life  of  it  for  two 
weary  days.  Having  heard  of  Toady's  gallant 
behaviour,  she  solemnly  ordered  him  up  to  receive 
her  blessing ;  but  the  sight  of  Aunt  Kipp's  rubi 
cund  visage,  surrounded  by  the  rampantly  stiff 
frills  of  an  immense  pightcap,  caused  the  irreve 
rent  boy  to  explode  with  laughter  in  his  hand 
kerchief,  and  to  be  hustled  away  by  his  mother 
before  Aunt  Kipp  discovered  the  true  cause  of  his 
convulsed  appearance. 

"  Ah  !  poor  dear,  his  feelings  are  too  much 
for  him.  He  sees  my  doom  in  my  face,  and  is 
overcome  by  what  you  refuse  to  believe.  1  shan't 
forget  that  boy's  devotion.  Now  leave  me  to  the 
meditations  befitting  these  solemn  hours." 

Mrs.  Snow  retired,  and  Aunt  Kipp  tried  to 
sleep ;  but  the  murmur  of  voices,  and  the  sound  of 
stifled  laughter  in  the  next  room  disturbed  her 
repose. 

*•'  They  are  rejoicing  over  my  approaching  end, 
knowing  that  I  haven't  changed  my  will.  Merce 
nary  creatures,  don't  exult  too  soon !  there's  time 
yet,"  she  muttered ;  and  presently,  unable  to  con- 
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trol  her  curiosity,  she  crept  out  0f  bed  to  listen 
and  peep  through  the  keyhole." 

Van  Bahr  Lamb  did  look  like  a  sheep.  He 
had  a  blond  curly  head,  a  long  face,  pale,  mild 
jyes,  a  plaintive  voice,  and  a  general  expression  of 
innocent  timidity  strongly  suggestive  of  animated 
mutton.  But  Baa-baa  was  a  "  trump,"  as  Toady 
emphatically  declared,  and  though  every  one  laughed 
at  him,  every  one  liked  him,  and  that  is  more  than 
can  be  said  of  many  saints  and  sages.  He  adored 
Polly,  was  dutiful  and  kind  to  ma,  and  had  stood 
by  T.  Snow,  jun.,  in  many  an  hour  of  tribula 
tion  with  fraternal  fidelity.  Though  he  had  long 
blushed,  sighed,  and  cast  sheep's  eyes  at  the  idol 
of  his  affection,  only  till  lately  had  he  dared  to 
bleat  forth  his  passion.  Polly  loved  him  because 
she  couldn't  help  it ;  but  she  was  proud,  and 
wouldn't  marry  till  Aunt  Kipp's  money  was  hers, 
or  at  least  a  sure  prospect  of  it ;  and .  now  even 
the  prospect  of  a  prospect  was  destroyed  by  that 
irrepressible  Toady.  They  were  talking  of  this,  as 
the  old  lady  suspected,  and  of  course  the  following 
conversation  afforded  her  intense  satisfaction. 

"  It's  a  shame  to  torment  us  as  she  does, 
knowing  how  poor  we  are,  and  how  happy  a  little 
of  her  money  would  make  us.  Pm  tired  of  being 
a  slave  to  a  cantankerous  old  woman,  just  because 
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she's  rich.  If  it  wasn't  for  ma,  I  declare  I'd  wash 
aiy  hands  of  her  entirely,  and  do  the  best  I  could 
for  myself." 

"Hooray  for  Polly!  I  always  said,  let  her 
old  money  go,  and  be  jolly  without  it/'  cried 
Toady,  who,  in  his  character  of  wounded  hero, 
reposed  with  a  lordly  air  on  the  sofa,  enjoying  the 
fragrance  of  the  opodeldoc  with  which  his  strained 
wrists  were  bandaged. 

"It's  on  your  account,  children,  that  I  bear 
with  aunt's  temper  as  I  do.  I  don't  want  any 
thing  for  myself,  but  I  really  think  she  owes  it  to 
your  dear  pa,  who  was  devoted  to  her  while  he 
lived,  to  provide  for  his  children  when  he  couldn't." 
After  which  remarkably  spirited  speech  for  her, 
Mrs.  Snow  dropped  a  tear,  and  stitched  away  on 
a  small  trouser-leg  which  was  suffering  from  a 
complicated  compound  fracture. 

"Don't  you  worry  about  me,  ma;  I'll  take 
care  of  myself  and  you  too,"  remarked  Toady, 
with  the  cheery  belief  in  impossibilities  which 
makes  youth  so  charming. 

"Now,  Van,  tell  us  what  to  do,  for  things 
have  come  to  such  a  pass  that  we  must  either 
break  away  altogether  or  be  galley-slaves  as  long 
as  Aunt  Kipp  lives,"  said  Polly,  who  was  a.  good 
deal  excited  about  the  matter. 
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"  Well,  really,  my  clear,  I  don't  know,"  hesi 
tated  Van,  who  did  know  what  he  wanted,  but 
thought  it  might  be  selfish  to  urge  it.  "Hare 
you  tried  to  soften  your  aunt's  heart  ?  "  he  asked, 
after  a  moment's  meditation. 

"Good  gracious,  Van,  she  hasn't  got  any," 
cried  Polly,  who  firmly  believed  it. 

"  It's  hossified,"  thoughtfully  remarked  Toady, 
quite  unconscious  of  any  approach  to  a  joke  till 
every  one  giggled. 

"  You've  had  hossification  enough  for  one 
while,  my  lad/'  laughed  Van.  "Well,  Polly,  if 
the  old  lady  has  no  heart,  you'd  better  let  her  go, 
for  people  without  'em  ain't  worth  much." 

"  That's  a  beautiful  remark,  Van,  and  a  wise 
one.  I  just  wish  she  could  hear  you  make  it,  fo! 
she  called  you  a  fool,"  said  Polly,  irefully. 

"Did  she?  Well,  I  don't  mind,  I'm  used  to 
it,"  returned  Van,  placidly;  and  so  he  was,  for 
Polly  called  him  a  goose  every  day  of  her  life,  and 
be  enjoyed  it  immensely. 

"Then  you  think,  dear,  if  we  stopped  worry 
ing  about  aunt  and  her  money,  and  worked  instead 
of  waiting,  that  we  shouldn't  be  any  poorer,  and 
might  be  a  great  dea*  happier  than  we  are  now?" 
asked  Polly,  making  a  pretty  little  tableau  as  she 
put  her  hand  through  Van's  arm,  and  looked  up 
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at  him  with  as  much  love,  respect,  and  reliance  as 
if  he  had  been  a  manly  six-footer,  with  the  face  of 
an  Apollo  and  the  manners  of  a  Chesterfield. 

"  Yes,  my  dear,  I  do,  for  it  has  troubled  me  a 
good  deal  to  see  you  so  badgered  by  that  old — 
would  you  mind  if  I  said  plague  ?  Independence 
is  a  very  nice  thing,  and  poverty  isn't  half  as  bad 
as  this  sort  of  slavery.  But  you  ain't  going  to  be 
poor,  nor  grub  nor  worry  about  anything.  We'll 
just  be  married,  and  take  ma  and  Toady  home, 
and  be  as  jolly  as  grigs,  and  never  bother  about 
Mrs.  K.  again — unless  she  loses  her  fortune,  or 
gets  sick,  or  comes  to  grief  in  any  way.  We'd 
lend  her  a  hand  then,  wouldn't  we,  Polly?"  and 
Van's  mild  face  was  pleasant  to  behold  as  he  made 
the  kindly  proposition. 

"  Well,  we'd  think  of  it,"  said  Polly,  trying 
not  to  relent,  but  feeling  that  she  was  gping  very 
fast. 

"  Let's  do  it !"  cried  Toady,  fired  with  the 
thought  of  privy  conspiracy  and  rebellion.  *  Ma 
would  be  no  end  comfortable  with  Polly,  and  I'd 
help  Van  in  the  store  when  I  learned  that  con 
founded  multiplication  table,"  he  added,  with  a 
groan  ;  "  and  if  Aunt  Kipp  comes  a-visiting,  we'll 
just  sing  o*it,  '  Not  at  home/  and  let  her  bundle 
off  again." 
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"  It  sounds  very  nice,  but  aunt  will  be  dread 
fully  offended,  and  I  don't  wish  to  be  ungrateful,'' 
said  ma,  brightening  visibly. 

"  There's  no  ingratitude  about  it,"  cried  Van 
"  She  might  have  done  everything  to  make  you 
love,,  and  respect,  and  admire  her,  and  been  a 
happy,  useful,  motherly  old  soul ;  but  she  didn't 
choose  to,  and  now  she  must  take  the  conse 
quences.  No  one  cares  for  her,  because  she 
cares  for  nobody;  her  money's  the  plague  of 
her  life,  and  not  a  single  heart  will  ache  when  she 
dies/' 

"  Poor  Aunt  Kipp  \"  said  Polly,  softly. 

Mrs.  Snow  echoed  the  words,  and  for  a  mo 
ment  all  thought  pitifully  of  the  woman  whose 
life  had  given  so  little  happiness,  whose  age  had 
won  so  little  reverence,  and  whose  death  would 
make  so  little  regret.  Even  Toady  had  a  kind 
thought  for  her,  as  he  broke  the  silence,  saying 
soberly, — 

"  You'd  better  put  tails  on  my  jackets,  ma; 
then  the  next  time  we  get  run  away  with,  Aunt 
Kipp  will  have  something  to  hold  on  by." 

It  was  impossible  to  help  laughing  at  the  re 
flection  of  the  old  lady  clutching  at  the  boy  till 
he  had  hardly  a  button  left,  and  at  the  paternal 
air  with  which  he  p<>v  proposed  a  much-desired 
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change  of  costume,  as  if  intent  on  Aunt  Kipp's 
future  accommodation. 

Under  cover  of  the  laugh,  the  old  lady  stole 
back  to  bed,  wide  awake,  and  with  subjects  enough 
to  meditate  upon  now.  The  shaking  up  had 
certainly  done  her  good,  for  somehow  the  few 
virtues  she  possessed  came  to  the  surface,  and 
the  mental  shower-bath  just  received  had  produced 
a  salutary  change.  Polly  wouldn't  have  doubted 
her  aunt's  possession  of  a  heart,  if  she  could  have 
known  the  pain  and  loneliness  that  made  it  ache, 
as  the  old  woman  crept  away ;  and  Toady  wouldn't 
have  laufhed  if  hp  had  c^n  the  tears  on  the  face, 
between  the  big  frills,  as  Aunt  Kipp  laid  it  on  the 
pillow,  muttering,  drearily, — 

"  I  might  have  been  a  happy,  useful  woman, 
but  I  didn't  choose  to,  and  now  it's  too  late." 

It  was  too  late  to  be  all  she  might  have  been, 
for  the  work  of  seventy  selfish  years  couldn't  be 
undone  in  a  minute.  But  with  regret  rose  the 
fincere  wish  to  earn  a  little  love  before  the  end 
came,  and  the  old  perversity  gave  a  relish  to  the 
reformation,  for  even  while  she  resolved  to  do  the 
just  and  generous  thing,  she  said  to  herself, — 

"  They  say  I've  got  no  heaiC  ,  d'H  show  'em 
that  I  have:  they  don't  want  my  money;  PI1 
make  'em  take  it:  they  turn  their  backs  on  me; 
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I'll  just  render  myself  so  useful  anc  agreeable  that 
they  can't  do  without  me." 


III. 

AUNT  KIPP  sat  bolt  upright  in  the  parlour, 
hevnming  a  smaL  handkerchief,  adorned  with  a 
red  ship,  surrounded  by  an  appropriate  border  of 
green  monkeys.  Toady  suspected  that  this  elegant 
article  of  dress  was  intended  for  him,  and  yearned 
to  possess  it;  so,  taking  advantage  of  his  mother's 
and  Polly's  absence,  he  strolled  into  the  room,  and, 
seating  himself  on  a  high,  hard  chair,  folded  his 
hands,  crossed  his  legs,  and  asked  for  a  story  with 
the  thirsting-for-knowledge  air  which  little  boys 
wear  in  the  moral  story-books. 

Now  Aunt  Kipp  had  one  soft  place  in  her  heart, 
though  it  was  partially  ossified,  as  she  very  truly 
declared,  and  Toady  was  enshrined  therein.  She 
thought  there  never  was  such  a  child,  and  loved 
him  as  she  had  done  his  father  before  him,  though 
the  rack  wouldn't  have  forced  her  to  confess  it. 
She  scolded,  snubbed^  and  predicted  he'd  come  to 
a  bad  end  in  public ;  but  she  forgave  his  naughtiest 
pranks,  always  brought  him  something  when  she 
came,  and  piw^ely  intended  to  make  his  future 
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comfortable  with  half  of  her  fortune.  There  was 
«t  dash  and  daring,  a  generosity  and  integrity,  about 
the  little  fellow  that  charmed  her.  Sophy  was  weak 
and  low-spirited,  Polly  pretty  and  headstrong,  and 
Aunt  Kipp  didn't  think  much  of  either  of  them ; 
but  Toady  defied,  distracted,  and  delighted  her,  and 
to  Toady  she  clung,  as  the  one  sunshiny  thing  in 
her  sour,  selfish  old  age. 

When  he  made  his  demure  request,  she  looked 
at  him,  and  her  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  for  the 
child's  purpose  was  plainly  seen  in  the  loving 
glances  cast  upon  the  pictorial  pocket-handker 
chief. 

"  A  story  ?  Yes,  Pll  tell  you  one  about  a  little 
boy  who  had  a  kind  old — ahem  ! — grandma.  She 
was  rich,  and  hadn't  made  up  her  mind  who  she'd 
leave  her  money  to.  She  was  fond  of  the  boy — 
a  deal  fonder  than  he  deserved — for  he  was  as  mis 
chievous  a  monkey  as  any  that  ever  lived  in  a  tree, 
with  a  curly  tail.  He  put  pepper  in  her  snuff-box'' 
— here  Toady  turned  scarlet — "  he  cut  up  her  best 
frisette  to  make  a  mane  for  his  rocking-horse," — 
Toady  opened  his  mouth  impulsively,  but  shut  it 
again  without  betraying  himself  —  "  he  repeated 
rude  things  to  her,  and  called  her  '  an  old  aggre- 
water'" — here  Toady  wriggled  in  his  chair,  and 
gave  a  little  gasp. 
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"If  you  are  tired  I  won't  go  on/'  observed 
Aunt  Kipp,  mildly. 

'•'  I  ain't  tired,  'm  ;  it's  a  very  interesting  story/' 
replied  Toady,  with  a  gravity  that  nearly  upset  the 
old  lady. 

"Well,  in  spite  of  all  this,  that  kind,  good, 
forgiving  grandma  left  that  bad  boy  twenty  thou 
sand  dollars  when  she  died.  What  do  you  think 
of  that  ?"  asked  Aunt  Kipp,  pausing  suddenly  with 
her  sharp  eye  on  him. 

"I — I  think  she  was  a  regular  brick/'  cried 
Toady,  holding  on  to  the  chair  with  both  hands,  as 
if  that  climax  rather  took  him  off  his  legs. 

"  And  what  did  the  boy  do  about  it  ?"  con 
tinued  Aunt  Kipp,  curiously. 

"  He  bought  a  velocipede,  and  gave  his  sister 
half,  and  paid  his  ma's  rent,  and  put  a  splendid 
marble  cherakin  over  the  old  lady,  and  had  a  jolly 
good  time,  and — " 

"  What  in  the  world  is  a  cherakin  ? "  laughed 
Aunt  Kipp,  as  Toady  paused  for  breath. 

"  Why,  don't  you  know  ?  It's  a  angel  cryin', 
or  pointin'  up,  or  flappin.'  his  wings.  They  have 
'em  over  dead  folks'  graves ;  and  I'll  give  you  the 
biggest  one  I  can  find  when  you  die.  But  I  ain't 
in  a  very  great  hurry  to  have  you." 

"Thankee,  dear ;  I'm  in  no  hurry  myself.   But 
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Toady,  the  boy  did  wrong  in  giving  his  sister  half; 
she  didn't  deserve  any,  and  the  grandma  left  word 
she  wasn't  to  have  a  penny  of  it." 

"  Really  ?"  cried  the  boy,  with  a  troubled  face. 

"  Yes,  really.  If  he  gave  her  any  he  lost  it 
all;  the  old  lady  said  so.  Now  what  do  you 
think?"  asked  Aunt  Kipp,  who  found  it  impos 
sible  to  pardon  Polly, — perhaps  because  she  was 
young,  and  pretty,  and  much  beloved. 

Toady's  eyes  kindled,  and  his  red  cheeks  grew 
redder  still,  as  he  cried  out  defiantly — 

"  I  think  she  was  a  selfish  pig, — don't  you  ? " 

"No,  I  don't,  sir;  and  I'm  sure  that  little 
boy  wasn't  such  a  fool  as  to  lose  the  money.  He 
minded  his  grandma's  wishes,  and  kept  it  all." 

"  No,  he  didn't,"  roared  Toady,  tumbling  off 
his  chair  in  great  excitement.  "  He  just  chucked 
it  out  a  winder,  and  smashed  the  old  cherakin  al1 
to  bits." 

Aunt  Kipp  dropped  her  work  with  a  shrill 
squeak,  for  she  thought  the  boy  was  dangerous, 
as  he  stood  before  her  sparring  away  at  nothing 
as  the  only  vent  for  his  indignation. 

"It  ain't  an  interesting  story,"  he  bawled; 
"and  I  won't  hear  any  more;  and  I  won't  have 
your  money  if  I  mayn't  go  halves  with  Polly ;  and 
I'll  work  to  earn  more'n  that,  and  we'll  all  be  jolly 
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together,  and  you  may  give  your  twenty  thousand 
to   the   old   rag-bags,   and   so  I  tell   you,  Aun 
Kipp" 

"Why,  Toady,  my  boy,  what's  the  matter?" 
cried  a  mild  voice  at  the  door,  as  young  Lamb 
came  trotting  up  to  the  rescue. 

"Never  you  mind,  Baa-baa;  I  shan't  do  it, 
and  it's  a  mean  shame  Polly  can't  have  half; 
then  she  could  marry  you  and  be  no  end  happy/* 
blubbered  Toady,  running  to  try  to  hide  his  tears 
of  disappointment  in  the  coat-skirts  of  his  friend. 

"  Mr.  Lamb,  I  suppose  you  are  that  misguided 
young  man  ? "  said  Aunt  Kipp,  as  if  it  was  a  per- 
sonal  insult  to  herseif. 

"  Van  Bahr  Lamb,  ma'am,  if  you  please.  Yes, 
thank  you,"  murmured  Baa-baa,  bowing,  blush 
ing,  and  rumpling  his  curly  fleece  in  bashful  trepi 
dation. 

"Don't  thank  me,"  cried  the  old  lady.  "I'm 
not  going  to  give  you  anything, — far  from  it.  I 
object  to  you  altogether.  What  business  have  you 
to  come  courting  my  niece?" 

"Because  I  love  her,  ma'am,"  returned  Van, 
with  unexpected  spirit. 

"No,  you  don't;  you  want  her  money,  or 
rather  my  money.  She  depends  on  it ;  but  you't 
both  be  disappointed,  for  she  won't  have  a  penny 
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of  it,"  crieJ  Aunt  Kipp,  who,  in  spite  of  her  good 
resolutions,  found  it  impossible  to  be  amiable  all 
at  once. 

"I'm  glad  of  it!"  burst  out  Van,  indignant 
at  her  accusation.  "  I  didn't  want  Polly  for  the 
money;  I  always  doubted  if  she  got  it;  and  I 
never  wished  her  to  make  herself  a  slave  to  any 
body.  I've  got  enough  for  all,  if  we're  careful; 
and  when  my  share  of  the  Van  Bahr  property 
comes,  we  shall  live  in  clover." 

"What's  that?  What  property  are  you  talk 
ing  of?"  demanded  Aunt  Kipp,  pricking  up  her 
ears. 

"  The  great  Van  Bahr  estate,  ma'am.  There 
has  been  a  long  lawsuit  about  it,  but  it's  nearly 
settled,  and  there  isn't  much  doubt  that  we  shall 
get  it.  I  am  the  last  of  our  branch,  and  my  share 
will  be  a  big  one." 

"  Oh,  indeed !  I  wish  you  joy,"  said  Aunt 
Kipp,  with  sudden  affability ;  for  she  adored  wealth, 
iike  a  few  other  persons  in  the  world.  "  But  sup- 
pose  you  don't  get  it,  how  then  ? " 

"Then  I  shall  try  to  be  contented  with  my 
salary  of  two  thousand,  and  make  Polly  as  happy 
as  I  can.  Money  don't  always  make  people  happy 
or  agreeable,  I  find."  And  Van  looked  at  Aunt 
Kipp  in  a  way  that  would  have  made  her  hair 
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stand  erect  if  she'd  had  any.  She  stared  at  him  a 
moment;  then,  obeying  one  of  the  odd  whims 
that  made  an  irascible  weathercock  of  her,  she 
said,  abruptly — 

"  If  you  hed  capital,  should  you  go  into  busi 
ness  for  yourself,  Mr.  Lambkin  ? " 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  at  once/'  replied  Van,  promptly, 

"  Suppose  you  lost  the  Van  Bahr  money,  and 
some  one  offered  you  a  tidy  little  sum  to  start 
with ;  would  you  take  it  ? " 

"  It  would  depend  upon  who  made  the  offer, 
ma'am/'  said  Van,  looking  more  like  a  sheep  than 
ever,  as  he  stood  poking  his  head  forward,  and 
staring  in  blank  surprise. 

"Suppose  it  was  me,  wouldn't  you  take  it?" 
asked  Aunt  Kipp,  blandly,  for  the  new  fancy 
pleased  her. 

"No,  thank  you,  ma'am,"  said  Van,  de 
cidedly. 

"And  why  not,  pray?"  cried  the  old  lady, 
jvith  a  shrillness  that  made  him  jump,  and  Toady 
back  to  th?  door  precipitately. 

"  Because,  if  you'll  excuse  my  speaking  plainly, 
I  think  you  owe  anything  you  may  have  to  spare. 
to  your  niece,  Mrs.  Snow."  And,  having  freed 
his  mind,  Van  joined  Toady,  ready  to  fly  if 
necessary. 
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"  You're  an  idiot,  sir/'  began  Aunt  Kipp,  in  a 
rage  again. 

"Thank  you,  ma'am."  And  Van  actually 
laughed  and  bowed  in  return  for  the  compliment. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  sir/'  snapped  the  old  lady. 
"  You're  a  fool,  and  Sophy  is  another.  She's  no 
strength  of  mind,  no  sense  about  anything ;  and 
would  make  ducks  and  drakes  of  my  money  in  less 
than  no  time  if  I  gave  it  to  her,  as  I've  thought  ol 
doing." 

"  Mrs.  Kipp,  you  forget  who  you  are  speaking 
«:o.  Mrs.  Snow's  sons  love  and  respect  her,  if  you 
don't;  and  they  won't  hear  anything  untrue  or 
unkind  said  of  a  good  woman,  a  devoted  mother, 
and  an  almost  friendless  widow." 

Van  wasn't  a  dignified  man  at  all,  but  as  he 
said  that  with  a  sudden  flash  of  his  mild  eyes, 
there  was  something  in  his  face  and  manner  that 
daunted  Aunt  Kipp  more  than  the  small  fist  belli' 
gerently  shaken  at  her  from  behind  the  sofa.  The 
poor  old  soul  was  cross,  and  worried,  and  ashamed 
of  herself;  and,  being  as  feeble-minded  as  Sophy 
in  many  respects,  she  suddenly  burst  into  tears, 
and,  covering  her  face  with  the  gay  handkercbiet, 
cried  as  if  bent  on  floating  the  red  ship  in  a  sea  of 
salt  water  without  delay. 

"  I'm  a  poor,  lonely,  abused  old  woman/'  she 
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moaned,  with  a  green  monkey  at  each  eye.  "  No 
one  loves  me,  or  minds  me,  or  thanks  me  when  I 
want  to  help  'em.  My  money's  only  a  worry- 
ment  and  a  burden,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do 
with  it ;  for  them  I  don't  want  to  leave  it  to  ought 
to  have  it,  and  them  I  do  like  won't  take  it.  Oh, 
deary  me,  what  shall  I  do  ?  what  shall  I  do  ? " 

"Shall  I  tell  you,  ma'am?"  asked  Van, 
gently;  for,  though  she  was  a  very  provoking  old 
party,  he  pitied  and  wished  to  help  her. 

A  nod  and  a  gurgle  seemed  to  give  consent, 
and,  boldly  advancing,  Van  said,  with  a  blush  and 
a  stammer,  and  a  somewhat  mild  expression,  but 
a  very  hearty  voice— 

"  I  think,  ma'am,  if  you'd  do  the  right  thing 
with  your  money,  you'd  be  at  ease,  and  find  it 
saved  a  deal  of  worry  all  round.  Give  it  to  Mrs. 
Snow ;  she  deserves  it,  poor  lady,  for  she's  had  a 
hard  time,  and  done  her  duty  faithfully.  Don't 
wait  till  you  are— that  is,  till  you — well,  till  you, 
in  point  of  fact,  die,  ma'am.  Give  it  now,  and 
enjoy  the  happiness  it  will  make.  Give  it  kindly; 
let  'em  see  you're  glad  to  do  it,  and  I  am  sure 
you'll  find  'em  grateful;  I'm  sure  you  won't  be 
lonely  any  more,  or  feel  that  you  ain't  loved  and 
thanked.  Try  it,  ma'am;  just  try  it,"  cried  Van, 
getting  excited  by  the  picture  he  drew.  "  And  I 
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give  you  my  word  I'll  do  my  best  to  respect  and 
V/e  you  like  a  son,  ma'am." 

He  knew  that  he  was  promising  a  great  deal, 
but  for  Polly's  sake  he  felt  that  he  could  make 
even  that  Herculean  effort.  Aunt  Kipp  was  sur 
prised  and  touched ;  but  the  contrary  old  lady 
couldn't  make  up  her  mind  to  yield  so  soon,  and 
wouldn't  have  done  it  if  Toady  hadn't  taken  her 
by  storm.  Having  a  truly  masculine  horror  of 
tears,  and  a  very  tender  heart  under  his  tailless 
jacket,  and  being  much  "tumbled  up  and  down 
in  his  own  mind "  by  the  events  of  the  week, 
the  poor  little  lad  felt  nerved  to  attempt  any 
novel  enterprise,  even  that  of  voluntarily  embrac 
ing  Aunt  Kipp.  First  a  grimy  little  hand  came 
on  her  shoulder,  as  she  sat  sniffing  behind  the 
handkerchief;  then,  peeping  out,  she  saw  an 
apple  -  cheeked  face  very  near  her  own,  with 
eyes  full  of  pity,  penitence,  and  affection ;  and 
then  she  heard  a  choky  little  voice  say  earnestly — 

"Don't  cry,  aunty;  I'm  sorry  I  was  rude. 
Please  be  good  to  ma  and  Polly,  and  I'll  love 
and  take  care  of  you,  and  stand  by  you  like  a 
trump.  Yes,  I'll — I'll  kiss  you,  I  will,  by  George! " 
And  with  one  promiscuous  plunge  the  Spartan  boy 
east  himself  into  her  arms. 

That  finished  Aunt   Kipp;    she   hugged   him 
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close,  and  cried  out,  with  a  salute  that  went  off 
like  a  pistol-shot — 

"  Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear !  this  is  better  than  a 
dozen  cherakins ! " 

When  Toady  emerged,  somewhat  flushed  and 
tumbled,  ma,  Polly,  and  Van  were  looking  on 
with  faces  full  of  wonder,  doubt,  and  satisfaction. 
To  be  an  object  of  interest  was  agreeable  to  Aunt 
Kipp ;  and,  as  her  old  heart  was  really  softened 
she  met  them  with  a  gracious  smile,  and  extended 
the  olive-branch  generally. 

"  Sophy,  I  shall  give  my  money  to  you  at  once 
and  entirely,  only  asking  that  you'll  let  me  stay 
with  you  when  Polly's  gone.  Pll  do  my  best  to 
oe  agreeable,  and  you'll  bear  with  me  because  Pm 
a  cranky,  solitary  old  woman,  and  I  loved  your 
husband/' 

Mrs.  Snow  hugged  her  on  the  spot,  and 
gushed,  of  course,  murmuring  thanks,  welcomes, 
and  promises  in  one  grateful  burst. 

"  Polly,  I  forgive  you ;  I  consent  to  your  mar- 
^age,  and  will  provide  your  wedding  finery.  Mr. 
Lamb,  you're  not  a  fool,  but  a  very  excellent  young 
man.  I  thank  you  for  saving  my  life,  and  I  wish 
you  well  with  all  my  heart.  You  needn't  say  any 
thing.  Pm  far  from  strong,  and  all  this  agitation 
is  shortening  iny  life." 
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Polly  and  Van  shook  her  hand  heartily,  and 
beamed  upon  each  other  like  a  pair  of  infatuated 
turtle-doves  with  good  prospects. 

"  Theodore,  you  are  near  an  angel  as  a  boy 
can  be.  Put  a  name  to  whatever  you  most  wish 
for  in  the  world,  and  it's  yours,"  said  Aunt  Kipp, 
dramatically  waving  the  rest  away. 

With  his  short  legs  wide  apart,  his  hands 
behind  him,  and  his  rosy  face  as  round  and 
radiant  as  a  rising  sun,  Toady  stood  before  the 
fire  surveying  the  scene  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  has  successfully  carried  through  a  difficult 
and  dangerous  undertaking,  and  wasn't  proud. 
His  face  brightened,  then  fell,  as  he  heaved  a 
sigh,  and  answered,  with  a  shake  of  his  curly 
head — 

"  You  can't  give  me  what  I  want  most. 
There's  three  things,  and  I've  got  to  wait  for  'em 
all." 

*'  Gracious  me,  what  are  they?"  cried  the 
old  lady,  good-naturedly,  for  she  felt  better 
already. 

"  A  moustache,  a  beaver,  and  a  sweetheart/' 
answered  Toady,  with  his  eyes  fixed  wistfully  on 
Baa-baa,  who  possessed  all  these  blessings,  and 
was  particularly  enjoying  the  latter  at  that 
moment. 
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How  Aunt  Kipp  did  laugh  at  this  early  bud 
ding  of  romance  in  her  pet !  And  all  the  rest 
joined  her,  for  Toady's  sentimental  air  was  irre 
sistible. 

"  You  precocious  chick  !  I  dare  say  you  will 
have  'em  all  before  we  know  where  we  are. 
Never  mind,  deary;  you  shall  have  my  little 
watch,  and  the  silver  teapot  with  a  uoar's  head 
on  the  lid/'  answered  the  old  lady,  in  high  good- 
humour.  "You  needn't  blush,  Polly;  I  don't 
bear  malice ;  so  let's  forget  and  forgive.  I  shall 
settle  things  to-morrow,  and  have  a  free  mind. 
You  are  welcome  to  my  money,  and  I  hope  I  shall 
live  to  see  you  all  enjoy  it.''' 

So  she  did;  for  she  lived  to  see  Sophy  plump, 
cheery,  and  care-free ;  Polly  surrounded  by  a 
flock  of  Lambkins;  Van  in  possession  of  a 
generous  slice  of  the  Van  Bahr  fortune;  Toady 
revelling  in  the  objects  of  his  desire;  and,  best  of 
all,  she  lived  to  find  that  it  is  never  too  late  to 
make  oneself  useful,  happy,  and  beloved. 
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"  Handsome  is  that  handsome  does." 


NCE  upon  a  time  there  raged  in  a 
certain  city  one  of  those  fashionable 
epidemics  which  occasionally  attack 
our  youthful  population.  It  wasn't 
the  music  mania,  nor  gymnastic 
convulsions,  nor  that  wide- spread  malady, 
croquet.  Neither  was  it  one  of  the  new 
dances  which,  like  a  tarantula  bite,  set  every  one 
a- twirling,  nor  stage  madness,  nor  yet  that  American 
lecturing  influenza  which  yearly  sweeps  over  the 
the  land.  No;  it  was  a  new  disease,  called  the 
Art  fever,  and  it  attacked  the  young  women  of  the 
community  with  great  violence. 
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Nothing  but  time  could  cure  it,  and  it  ran  its 
course  to  the  dismay,  amusement,  or  edification 
of  the  beholders,  for  its  victims  did  all  manner  of 
queer  things  in  their  delirium.  They  besieged 
potteries  for  clay,  drove  Italian  plaster-workers 
out  of  their  wits  with  unexecutable  orders,  got 
neuralgia  and  rheumatism  sketching  perched  on 
fences  and  trees  like  artistic  hens,  and  caused  a 
rise  in  the  price  of  bread,  paper,  and  charcoal,  by 
their  ardour  in  crayoning.  They  covered  canvas 
with  the  expedition  of  scene-painters,  had  classes, 
lectures,  receptions,  and  exhibitions,  made  models 
of  each  other,  and  rendered  their  walls  hideous 
with  bad  likenesses  of  all  their  friends.  Their 
conversation  ceased  to  be  intelligible  to  the  un 
initiated,  and  they  prattled  prettily  of  "chiaro 
oscuro,  French  sauce,  refraction  of  the  angle  of 
the  eye,  seventh  spinns  process,  depth  and  juici 
ness  of  colour,  tender  touch,  and  a  good  tone/' 
"^ven  in  dress  the  artistic  disorder  was  visible; 
some  cast  aside  crinoline  altogether,  and  stalked 
about  with  a  severe  simplicity  of  outline  worthy  of 
Flaxman.  Others  flushed  themselves  with  scarlet, 
that  no  landscape  which  they  adorned  should  be 
without  some  touch  of  Turner's  favourite  tint. 
Some  were  blue  in  every  sense  of  the  word ;  and 
the  heads  of  all  were  Adorned  with  classic  braids, 
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curls  tied  Hebe-wise,  or  hair  dressed  d  la  hur 
ricane. 

It  was  found  impossible  to  keep  them  safe  at 
home,  and,  as  the  fever  grew,  these  harmless 
maniacs  invaded  the  sacred  retreats  where  artists 
of  the  other  sex  did  congregate,  startling  those 
anchorites  with  visions  of  large-eyed  damsels  bear 
ing  portfolios  in  hands  delicately  begrimed  with 
crayon,  chalk,  and  clay,  gliding  through  the  cor 
ridors  hitherto  haunted  only  by  shabby  paletots, 
shadowy  hats,  and  cigar  smoke.  This  irruption 
was  borne  with  manly  fortitude,  not  to  say  cheer 
fulness  ;  for  studio  doors  stood  hospitably  open  as 
the  fair  invaders  passed,  and  studies  from  life 
were  generously  offered  them  in  glimpses  of  pictu 
resque  gentlemen  posed  before  easels,  brooding 
over  master-pieces  in  "  a  divine  despair/'  or  atti 
tudinizing  upon  couches,  as  if  exhausted  by  the 
soarings  of  genius. 

An  atmosphere  of  romance  began  to  pervade 
the  old  buildings  when  the  girls  came,  and  nature 
and  art  took  turns.  There  were  peepings  and 
whisperings,  much  stifled  laughter  and  whisking 
in  and  out;  not  to  mention  the  accidental  ren 
contres,  small  services,  and  eye  telegrams,  which 
somewhat  lightened  the  severe  studies  of  all 
parties. 
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Half  a  dozen  young  victims  of  this  malady 
met  daily  in  one  of  the  cells  of  a  great  Art  bee-hive, 
called  "  Raphael's  Rooms,"  and  devoted  their 
shining  hours  to  modelling  fancy  heads,  gossip 
ing  the  while ;  for  the.  poor  things  found  the  road 
to  fame  rather  dull  and  dusty  without  such  verbal 
sprinklings. 

"  Psyche  Dean,  youVe  had  an  adventure  ! — I 
see  it  in  your  face ;  so  tell  it  at  once,  for  we  are 
as  stupid  as  owls  here  to-day,"  cried  one  of  the 
sisterhood,  as  a  bright-eyed  girl  entered  with  some 
precipitation. 

"  I  dropped  my  portfolio,  and  a  man  picked  it 
up,  that's  all,"  replied  Psyche,  hurrying  on  her 
grey  linen  pinafore. 

"  That  won't  do ;  I  know  something  interest 
ing  happened,  for  youVe  been  blushing,  and  yov 
look  brisker  than  usual  this  morning,"  said  thfc 
first  speaker,  polishing  off  the  massive  nose  of 
her  Homer. 

"  It  wasn't  anything/'  began  Psyche,  a  little 
reluctantly.  "  I  was  coming  up  in  a  hurry,  when 
I  ran  against  a  man  coming  down  in  a  hurry.  My 
portfolio  slipped,  and  my  papers  went  flying  all 
about  the  landing.  Ot  course  we  both  laughed 
and  begged  pardon,  and  I  began  to  pick  them  up, 
but  he  wouldn't  let  me ;  so  I  held  the  book  while 
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fe  collected  the  sketches.  I  saw  him  glance  at 
them  as  he  did  so,  and  that  made  me  blush,  for 
they  are  wretched  thingr,  you  know." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it ;  they  are  capital ;  and  you 
are  a  regular  genius,  as  we  all  agree,"  cut  in  the 
Homeric  Miss  Cutter. 

"  Never  tell  people  they  are  geniuses,  unless 
you  wish  to  spoil  them/'  returned  Psyche,  severely. 
€<  Well,  when  the  portfolio  was  put  to  rights,  I 
was  going  on,  but  he  fell  to  picking  up  a  little 
bunch  of  violets  I  had  dropped;  you  know  I 
always  wear  a  posy  into  town  to  give  me  inspira 
tion.  I  didn't  care  for  the  dusty  flowers,  and  told 
him  so,  and  scrambled  away  before  any  one  came. 
At  the  top  of  the  stairs  I  peeped  over  the  railing, 
and  there  he  was,  gathering  up  every  one  of  those 
half-dead  violets  as  carefully  as  if  they  had  been 
tea-roses." 

"  Psyche  Dean,  you  have  met  your  fate  this 
day ! "  exclaimed  a  third  damsel,  with  straw- 
coloured  tresses,  and  a  good  deal  of  weedy  shrub 
bery  in  her  hat,  which  gave  an  Ophelia-like 
expression  to  her  sentimental  countenance. 

Psyche  frowned  and  shook  her  head,  as  if  half 
*orry  she  had  told  her  little  story. 

"Was  he  handsome?  "  asked  Miss  Larkins, 
the  believer  in  fate. 
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f"  I  didn't  particularly  observe." 

u  It  was  the  red-headed  man,  whom  we  call 
Titian  ;  he's  always  on  the  stairs. " 

"  No,  it  wasn't ;  his  hair  was  brown  and 
curly/'  cried  Psyche,  innocently  falling  into  the 
trap. 

€€  Like  Peerybingle's  baby  when  its  cap  was 
taken  off,"  quoted  Miss  Dickenson,  who  pined  to 
drop  the  last  two  letters  of  her  name. 

"  Was  it  Murillo,  the  black-eyed  one  ?  "  asked 
the  fair  Cutter,  for  the  girls  had  a  name  for  all  the 
attitudinizers  and  promenaders  whom  they  oftenest 
met. 

"  No ;  he  had  grey  eyes ;  and  very  fine  ones 
they  were,  too,"  answered  Psyche,  adding,  as  if  to 
herself,  "  he  looked  as  I  imagine  Michael  Angelo 
might  have  looked  when  young." 

"  Had  he  a  broken  nose  like  the  great  Mike  ?'* 
asked  an  irreverent  damsel. 

"  If  he  had,  no  one  would  mind  it,  for  his  head 
is  splendid ;  he  took  his  hat  off,  so  I  had  a  fine 
view.  He  isn't  handsome,  but  he'll  do  something/' 
said  Psyche,  prophetically,  as  she  recalled  the 
strong,  ambitious  face  which  she  had  often  ob 
served,  but  never  mentioned  before. 

"Well,  dear,  considering  that  you  didn't 
c  particularly  look '  at  the  man,  you've  given  us  a 
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very  good  idea  of  his  appearance.  We'll  call  him 
Michael  Angelo,  and  he  shall  be  your  idol.  I 
prefer  stout  old  Rembrandt  myself,  and  Larkie 
adores  that  dandified  Raphael/'  said  the  lively 
Cutter,  slapping  away  at  Homer's  bald  pate  ener 
getically,  as  she  spoke. 

"  Raphael  is  a  dear,  but  Rubens  is  more  to  my 
taste  now,"  returned  Miss  Larkins.  "  He  was  in 
the  hall  yesterday  talking  with  Sir  Joshua,  who 
had  his  inevitable  umbrella  like  a  true  Englishman. 
Just  as  I  came  up,  the  umbrella  fell  right  before 
me.  I  started  back;  Sir  Joshua  laughed,  but, 
Rubens  said,  '  Deuce  take  it ! '  and  caught  up  the 
umbrella,  giving  me  a  never-to-be  forgotten  look. 
It  was  perfectly  thrilling." 

"  Which, — the  umbrella,  the  speech,  or  the 
look  ? "  asked  Psyche,  who  was  not  senti 
mental. 

"  Ah,  you  have  no  soul  for  art  in  nature,  and 
nature  in  art,"  sighed  the  amber-tressed  Larkins. 
"  I  have,  for  I  feed  upon  a  glance,  a  tint,  a  curve, 
with  exquisite  delight.  Rubens  is  adorable  (as  a 
study)  ;  that  lustrous  eye,  that  night  of  hair,  that 
sumptuous  cheek,  are  perfect.  He  only  needs  a 
cloak,  lace  collar,  and  slouching  hat  to  be  the 
genuine  thing." 

"  This  isn't  the  genuine  thing  by  any  means, 
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What  does  it  need  ? "  said  Psyche,  looking,  with  § 
despondent  air,  at  the  head  on  her  stand. 

Many  would  have  pronounced  it  a  clever  thing ; 
the  nose  was  strictly  Greek,  the  chin  curved  up 
ward  gracefully,  the  mouth  was  sweetly  haughty, 
die  brow  classically  smooth  and  low,  and  the 
breezy  hair  well  done.  But  something  was  want 
ing  ;  Psyche  felt  that,  and  could  have  taken  her 
^enusbythe  dimpled  shoulders,  and  given  her  a 
hearty  shake,  if  that  would  have  put  strength  and 
spirit  into  the  lifeless  face. 

ff  Now  I  am  perfectly  satisfied  with  my 
Apollo,  though  you  all  insist  that  it  is  the  image 
of  Theodore  Smythe.  He  says  so  himself,  and 
assures  me  it  will  make  a  sensation  when  we 
exhibit/'  remarked  Miss  Larkins,  complacently 
caressing  the  ambrosial  locks  of  her  Smythified 
Phoebus. 

"  What  shall  you  do  if  it  don't  ? "  asked  Miss 
Cutter,  with  elegance. 

"  I  shall  feel  that  I  have  mistaken  my  sphere, 
shall  drop  my  tools,  veil  my  bust,  and  cast  myseH: 
into  the  arms  of  Nature,  since  Art  rejects  me ;  " 
replied  Miss  Larkins,  with  a  tragic  gesture  and 'an 
expression  which  strongly  suggested  that  in  he* 
eyes  nature  meant  Theodore. 

"  She  must  have  capacious  arms  if  she  is  ft) 
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receive  all  Art's  rejected  admirers.  Shall  1  be  one 
of  them?" 

Psyche  put  the  question  to  herself  as  she 
turned  to  work,  but  somehow  ambitious  aspira 
tions  were  not  in  a  flourishing  condition  that 
morning;  her  heart  was  not  in  tune,  and  head 
and  hands  sympathized.  Nothing  went  well, 
for  certain  neglected  home-duties  had  dogged  her 
into  town,  and  now  worried  her  more  than  dust, 
or  heat,  or  the  ceaseless  clatter  of  tongues.  Tom, 
Dick,  and  Harry's unmended  hose,  persisted  in  danc 
ing  a  spectral  jig  before  her  mental  eye,  mother's 
querulous  complaints  spoilt  the  song  she  hummed 
to  cheer  herself,  and  little  May's  wistful  face  put 
the  goddess  of  beauty  entirely  out  of  countenance. 

"  It's  no  use  ;  I  can't  work  till  the  clay  is  wet 
again.  Where  is  Giovanni  ?  "  she  asked,  throw 
ing  down  her  tools  with  a  petulant  gesture  and  a 
dejected  air. 

"  He  is  probably  playing  truant  in  the  empty 
upper  rooms  as  usual.  I  can't  wait  for  him  any 
longer,  so  I'm  doing  his  work  myself,"  answered 
Miss  Dickenson,  who  was  tenderly  winding  a  wet 
bandage  round  her  Juno's  face,  one  side  of  which 
was  so  much  plumper  than  the  other  that  it  looked 
as  if  the  Queen  of  Olympus  was  being  hydropathi- 
cally  treated  for  a  severe  fit  of  ague. 
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"  I'll  go  and  find  the  little  scamp;  a  run  wi* 
do  me  good  \  so  will  a  breath  of  air  and  a  view  ot 
the  park  from  the  upper  windows." 

Doffing  her  apron,  Psyche  strolled  away  up  an 
unfrequented  staircase  to  the  empty  apartments, 
which  seemed  to  be  too  high  even  for  the  lovers 
of  High  Art.  On  the  western  side  they  were 
shady  and  cool,  and,  leaning  from  one  of  the 
windows,  Psyche  watched  the  feathery  tree-tops 
ruffled  by  the  balmy  wind,  that  brought  spring 
odours  from  the  hills,  lying  green  and  sunny  fat 
away.  Silence  and  solitude  were  ^uch  pleasant 
companions  that  the  girl  forgot  herself,  till  a  shrill 
whistle  disturbed  her  day-dreams,  and  reminded 
her  what  she  came  for.  Following  the  sound  she 
found  the  little  Italian  errand-boy  busily  un 
covering  a  clay  model  which  stood  in  the  middle 
of  a  scantily-furnished  room  near  by. 

"  He  is  not  here ;  come  and  look  ;  it  is  greatly 
beautiful,"  cried  Giovanni,  beckoning  with  an  air 
of  importance. 

Psyche  did  look,  and  speedily  forgot  both  her 
errand  and  herself.  It  was  the  figure  of  a  man, 
standing  erect,  and  looking  straight  before  him 
with  a  wonderfully  lifelike  expression.  It  was 
neither  a  mythological  nor  a  historical  character, 
Vsyche  thought,  and  was  glad  of  it,  being  tired  to 
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tieaUi  of  gods  and  heroes.  She  soon  ceased  to 
wonder  what  it  was,  feeling  only  the  indescribable 
charm  of  something  higher  than  beauty.  Small 
as  her  knowledge  was>  she  could  see  and  enjoy 
the  power  visible  in  every  part  of  it;  the  ac^irate 
anatomy  of  the  vigorous  limbs,  the  grace  01  xhe 
pose,  the  strength  and  spirit  in  the  countenance, 
clay  though  it  was.  A  majestic  figure,  but  the 
spell  lay  in  the  face,  which,  while  it  suggested  the 
divine,  was  full  of  human  truth  and  tenderness, 
for  pain  and  passion  seemed  to  have  passed  over 
it  and  a  humility  half  pathetic,  a  courage  half 
heroic,  seemed  to  have  been  born  from  some  great 
loss  or  woe. 

How  long  she  stood  there  Psyche  did  not 
know.  Giovanni  went  away  unseen,  to  fill  his 
water-pail,  and  in  the  silence  she  just  stood  and 
looked.  Her  eyes  kindled,  her  colour  rose,  des 
pondency  and  discontent  vanished,  and  her  soul 
was  in  her  face,  for  she  loved  beauty  passionately, 
and  all  that  was  best  and  truest  in  her  did  honour 
to  the  genius  of  the  unknown  worker. 

"  If  I  could  do  a  thing  like  that  Pd  die  happy  ? " 
she  continued  impetuously,  as  a  feeling  of  despair 
came  over  her  at  the  thought  of  her  own  poor 
attempts. 

"Who  did  it,  Giovannri"  she  asked,  still 
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looking  up  at  the  grand  face  with  unsatisfied 
eyes. 

"  Paul  Gage.'* 

It  was  riot  the  boy's  voice,  and,  with  a  start, 
Psyche  turned  to  see  her  Michael  Angelo,  stand 
ing  in  the  door-way,  attentively  observing  her. 
Being  too  full  of  artless  admiration  to  think  of 
herself  just  yet,  she  neither  blushed  nor  apologized, 
but  looked  straight  at  him,  saying  heartily, — 

"  You  have  done  a  wonderful  piece  of  work, 
and  I  envy  you  more  than  I  can  tell  \" 

The  enthusiasm  in  her  face,  the  frankness  of 
her  manner,  seemed  to  please  him,  for  there  was 
no  affectation  about  either.  He  gave  her  a  keen, 
kind  glance  out  of  the  "fine  grey  eyes,"  a  little 
bow,  and  a  grateful  smile,  saying  quietly — 

"  Then  my  Adam  is  not  a  failure,  in  spite  of 
hisfa!!?" 

Psyche  turned  from  the  sculptor  to  his  model 
with  increased  admiration  in  her  face,  and  earnest 
ness  in  her  voice,  as  she  exclaimed,  delighted — 

"Adam  !  I  might  have  known  it  was  he.  Oh, 
sir,  you  have  indeed  succeeded,  for  you  have  given 
that  figure  the  power  and  pathos  of  the  first  man 
who  sinned  and  suffered,  and  began  again." 

"  Then  I  am  satisfied."  That  was  all  he  said, 
Out  the  look  he  gave  his  work  was  a  very  eloquent 
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one,  for  it  betrayed  that  he  had  paid  the  price  of 
success  in  patience  and  privation,  labour  and 
hope. 

"What  can  one  do  to  leans  your  secret ?" 
asked  the  girl,  wistfully;  for  there  was  nothing 
in  the  man's  manner  to  disturb  her  self-forgetful 
mood,  but  much  to  foster  it,  because  to  the 
solitary  worker  this  confiding  guest  was  as  wel 
come  as  the  doves  who  often  hopped  in  at  his 
window. 

"Work  and  wait,  and  meantime  feed  heart, 
soul,  and  imagination  with  the  best  food  one  can 
get,"  he  answered  slowly,  finding  it  impossible  to 
give  a  receipt  for  genius. 

"  I  can  work  and  wait  a  long  time  to  gain  my 
end ;  but  I  don't  know  where  to  find  the  food  you 
speak  of,"  she  answered,  looking  at  him  like  a 
hungry  child. 

"  I  wish  I  could  tell  you,  but  each  needs  dif 
ferent  fare,  and  each  must  look  for  it  in  different 
places." 

The  kindly  tone  and  the  sympathizing  look, 
as  well  as  the  lines  in  his  forehead,  and  a  few  grey 
hairs  among  the  brown,  gave  Psyche  courage  to 
say  more. 

"  I  love  beauty  so  much  that  I  not  only  want 
to  possess  it  myself,  but  to  gai?  the  power  of 
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seeing  it  in  all  things,  and  the  art  of  reproducing 
it  with  truth.  I  have  tried  very  hard  to  do  it,  but 
something  is  wanting;  and,  in  spite  of  my  Intense 
desire,  I  never  get  on." 

As  she  spoke,  the  girl's  eyes  filled  and  fell  in 
spite  of  herself;  and,  turning  a  little  with  sudden 
shamefacedness,  she  saw,  lying  on  the  table  besid. 
her,  among  other  scraps  in  manuscript  and  print, 
the  well-known  lines  : — 

"  I  slept,  and  dreamed  that  life  was  beauty ; 
I  woke,  and  found  that  life  was  duty. 
Was  thy  dream  then  a  shadowy  lie  ? 
Toil  on,  sad  heart,  courageously, 
And  thou  shalt  find  thy  dream  to  be 
A  noonday  light  and  truth  to  thee." 

She  knew  them  at  a  glance,  had  read  them 
many  times,  but  now  they  came  home  to  her  with 
sudden  force;  and,  seeing  that  his  eye  had  fol 
lowed  hers,  she  said,  in  her  impulsive  fashion — 

"Is  doing  one's  duty  a  good  way  to  feed 
heart,  soul,  and  imagination  ? " 

As  if  he  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  what  was 
going  on  in  her  mind,  Paul  answered,  emphati 
cally—- 

"  Excellent ;  for  if  one  is  good,  one  is  happy ; 
and  if  happy,  one  can  work  well.  Moulding  cha 
racter  is  the  highest  sort  of  sculpture,  and  all  of 
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us  should  learn  that  art  before  we  touch  clay  or 
marble." 

He  spoke  with  the  energy  of  a  man  whc 
believed  what  he  said,  and  did  his  best  to  be 
worthy  of  the  rich  gift  bestowed  upon  him.  The 
sight  of  her  violets  in  a  glass  of  water,  and  Gio 
vanni  staring  at  her  with  round  eyes,  suddenly 
recalled  Psyche  to  a  sense  of  the  proprieties  which 
she  had  been  innocently  outraging  for  the  last  ten 
minutes.  A  sort  of  panic  seized  her;  she  blushed 
deeply,  retreated  precipitately  to  the  door,  and 
vanished,  murmuring  thanks  and  apologies  as  she 
went, 

"Did  you  find  him?  I  thought  you  had  for 
gotten,  "  said  Miss  Dickenson,  now  hard  at  work. 

"  Yes,  I  found  him.  No,  I  shall  not  forget," 
returned  Psyche,  thinking  of  Gage,  not  Giovanni. 

She  stood  before  her  work,  eyeing  it  intently 
"or  several  minutes;  then,  with  an  expression  of 
*reat  contempt  for  the  whole  thing,  she  suddenly 
tilted  her  cherished  Venus  on  to  the  floor,  gave 
the  classical  face  a  finishing  crunch,  and  put  on 
her  hat  in  a  decisive  manner,  saying  briefly  to  the 
dismayed  damsels — 

"Good-bye,  girls;  I  shan't  come  any  more, 
for  I'm  going  to  work  at  home  hereafter/' 
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II. 


TEE  prospect  of  pursuing  artistic  studies  at 
home  was  not  brilliant,  as  one  may  imagine  when  I 
mention  that  Psyche's  father  was  a  painfully  pro 
saic  man  wrapt  in  flannel,  so  to  speak;  for  his 
woollen-mills  left  him  no  time  for  anything  but 
sleep,  food,  and  newspapers.  Mrs.  Dean  was  one 
of  those  exasperating1  women  who  pervade  their 
mansions  like  a  domestic  steam-engine  one  week, 
and  take  to  their  sofas  the  next,  absorbed  by 
fidgets  and  foot-stoves,  shawls  and  lamentations. 
There  were  three  riotous  and  robust  young  bro 
thers,  whom  it  is  unnecessary  to  describe  except 
by  stating  that  they  were  loys  in  the  broadest 
sense  of  that  delightful  word.  There  was  a  feeble 
little  sister,  whose  patient,  suffering  face  demanded 
constant  love  and  care  to  mitigate  the  weariness 
of  a  life  of  pain.  And  last,  but  not  least  by  any 
means,  there  were  two  Irish  ladies,  who,  with  the 
best  intentions  imaginable,  produced  a  universal 
state  of  topsy-turvyness  when  left  to  themselves 
for  a  moment. 

But,  being  very  much  in  earnest  about  doing 
,;gr  duty,  not  because  it  was  her  duty,  but  as  a 
coward  an  end^  Psyche  fell  to  work  with  a 
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will,  hoping  to  serve  both  masters  at  once.  So 
she  might  have  done,  perhaps,  if  flesh  and  blood 
had  been  as  plastic  as  clay;  but  the  live  models 
were  so  exacting  in  their  demands  upon  her  time 
and  strength,  that  the  poor  statues  went  to  the 
wall.  Sculpture  and  sewing,  calls  and  crayons, 
Ruskin  and  receipt-books,  didn't  work  well 
together,  and  poor  Psyche  found  duties  and 
desires  desperately  antagonistic.  Take  a  day  as 
a  sample. 

"  The  washing  and  ironing  are  well  over,  thank 
goodness,  ma  used  up  and  quiet,  the  boys  out  of 
the  way,  and  May  comfortable;  so  Pll  indulge 
myself  in  a  blissful  day  after  my  own  heart/' 
Psyche  said,  as  she  shut  herself  into  her  little 
studio,  and  prepared  to  enjoy  a  few  hours  of  hard 
study  and  happy  day-dreams. 

With  a  book  on  her  lap,  and  her  own  round 
white  arm  going  through  all  manner  of  queer 
evolutions,  she  was  placidly  repeating,  "  Deltoides, 
Biceps,  Triceps,  Pronator,  Supinator,  Palmanis* 
Flexor  carpi  ulnaris " 

"Here's  Flexis  what-you-cail-ums  for  you/' 
interrupted  a  voice,  which  began  in  a  shrill  fal 
setto  and  ended  in  a  gruff  bass,  as  a  flushed, 
dusty,  long-legged  boy  burst  in,  with  a  bleeding 
hand  obligingly  extended  for  inspection. 
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*'  Mercy  on  us,  Harry  !  what  have  you  done  ta 
yourself  now  ?  Split  your  fingers  with  &  cricket- 
ball  again?"  cried  Psyche,  as  her  arms  went  up 
and  her  book  went  down. 

"No,  Sy.  I  just  pitched  into  one  of  the 
fellows  because  he  got  mad  and  said  pa  was  going 
to  fail." 

"Oh,  Hariy,  is  he?" 

"  Course  he  isn't !  It's  hard  times  for  every 
one,  but  pa  will  pull  through  like  a  brick.  Na 
use  to  try  and  explain  it  all;  girls  can't  under 
stand  business ;  so  you  just  tie  me  up,  and  don't 
bother,"  was  the  characteristic  reply  of  the  young 
man,  who,  being  three,  years  her  junior,  of 
course  treated  the  weaker  vessel  with  lordly  con 
descension. 

"What  a  dreadful  wound!  I  hope  nothing 
is  broken,  for  I  haven't  studied  the  hand  much 
yet,  and  may  do  mischief  doing  it  up,"  said 
Psyche,  examining  the  great  grimy  paw  with 
tender  solicitude. 

"Much  good  your  biceps,  and  deltoids,  and 
things  do  you,  if  you  can't  right  up  a  little  cut 
like  that,"  squeaked  the  ungrateful  hero. 

"I'm  not  going  to  be  a  surgeon,  thank 
heaven ;  I  intend  to  make  perfect  hands  and  arms* 
not  mend  damaged  ones/'  retorted  Psyche,  in  a 
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dignified  tone,  somewhat  marred  by  a  great  piece 
of  court-plaster  on  her  tongue. 

"  I  should  say  a  surgeon  could  improve  that 
perfect  thing,  if  he  didn't  die  a-laughing  before  he 
began,"  growled  Harry,  pointing  with  a  scornful 
grin  at  a  clay  arm  humpy  with  muscles  all  care 
fully  developed  in  the  wrong  places. 

"  Don't  hoot,  Hal,  for  you  don't  know  anything 
about  it.  Wait  a  few  years  and  see  if  ypou're  not 
proud  of  inc." 

fe  Sculp  away  then,  do  your  prettiest,  and  I'll 
hurrah  for  your  mud-pies  like  a  good  one;0  with 
which  cheering  promise  the  youth  departed,  hav 
ing  effectually  disturbed  his  sister's  peaceful  mood. 

Anxious  thoughts  of  her  father  rendered 
f<  biceps,  deltoids,  and  things  "  uninteresting,  and, 
hoping  to  compose  her  mind,  she  took  up  "The 
Old  Painters "  and  went  on  with  the  story  of 
Claude  Lorraine.  She  had  just  reached  the  tender 
scene  where — 

"  Calista  gazed  with  enthusiasm,  while  she 
'ooked  like  a  being  of  heaven  rather  than  earth. 
'  My  friend/  she  cried,  ( I  read  in  thy  picture  thy 
immortality ! '  As  she  spoke,  her  head  sunk 
upon  his  bosom,  and  it  was  several  moments 
before  Claude  perceived  that  he  supported  a  lifeless 
form." 
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"  How  sweet ! "  said  Psyche,  with  a  romantic 
sigh. 

"  Faith,,  and  swate  it  is  thin ! M  echoed  Katy, 
whose  red  head  had  just  appeared  round  the 
half-opened  door.  "  It's  gingybread  Pm  making 
the  day,  miss,  and  will  I  be  puttin'  purlash  or 
sallyrathis  into  it,  if  ye  plase  ? " 

"  Purlash,  by  all  means,"  returned  the  girl, 
keeping  her  countenance,  fearing  to  enrage  Katy 
by  a  laugh;  for  the  angry  passions  of  the  red- 
haired  one  rose  more  quickly  than  her  bread.  As 
she  departed  with  alacrity  to  add  a  spoonful  of 
starch  and  a  pinch  of  whiting  to  her  cake,  Psyche, 
feeling  better  for  her  story  and  her  smile,  put  on 
her  bib  and  paper  cap  and  fell  to  work  on  the 
deformed  arm.  An  hour  of  bliss,  then  came  a 
ring  at  the  door-bell,  followed  by  Biddy  to  an 
nounce  callers,  and  add  that  as  ( c  the  mistress  was 
in  her  bed,  miss  must  go  and  take  care  of  'em." 
Whereat  "  miss  "  cast  down  her  tools  in  despair, 
threw  her  cap  one  way,  her  bib  another,  and 
went  in  to  her  guests  with  anything  but  a  rapturous 
welcome. 

Dinner  being  accomplished  after  much  rush 
ing  up  and  down  stairs  with  trays  and  messages 
for  Mrs.  Dean,  Psyche  fled  again  to  her  studio, 
ordering  no  one  to  approach  under  pain  of  a 
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scolding.  All  went  well  till,  going  in  search  of 
something,  she  found  her  little  sister  sitting 
on  the  floor  with  her  cheek  against  the  studio 
door. 

' 1 1  didn't  mean  to  be  naughty,  Sy,  but  ma's 
asleep,  and  the  boys  all  gone,  so  I  just  came  to  be 
near  you ;  it's  so  lonely  everywhere,"  she  added^ 
apologetically,  as  she  lifted  up  the  heavy  head  that 
always  ached. 

"  The  boys  are  very  thoughtless.  Come  in 
and  stay  with  me;  you  are  such  a  mouse  you  won't 
disturb  me.  Wouldn't  you  like  to  play,  be  a  model 
and  let  me  draw  your  arm,  and  tell  you  about  all 
the  nice  little  bones  and  muscles  ?"  asked  Psyche, 
who  had  the  fever  very  strong  upon  her  just 
then. 

May  didn't  look  as  if  the  proposed  amuse 
ment  overwhelmed  her  with  delight,  but  meekly 
consented  to  be  perched  upon  a  high  stool  with 
one  arm  propped  up  by  a  dropsical  plaster 
cherub,  while  Psyche  drew  busily,  feeling  that 
duty  and  pleasure  were  being  delightfully  com. 
bined. 

"  Can't  you  hold  your  arm  still,  child  ?  It 
shakes  so  I  can't  get  it  right,"  she  said,  rather 
impatiently. 

"  No,  it  will  tremble  'cause  it's  weak.     I  try 
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hard,  Sy,  but  there  don't  seem  to  be  any  strong- 
ness  in  me  lately." 

"  That's  better;  keep  it  so  a  few  minutes,  and 
I'll  be  done/'  cried  the  artist,  forgetting  that  a  few 
minutes  may  seem  ages. 

"  My  arm  is  so  thin  you  can  see  the  bunches 
nicely — can't  you  ? " 

"Yes,  dear." 

Psyche  glanced  up  at  the  wasted  limb,  and  when 
she  drew  again  there  was  a  blur  before  her  eyes  for 
a  minute. 

<e  I  wish  I  was  as  fat  as  this  white  boy ;  but  I 
get  thinner  every  day  somehow,  and  pretty  soon 
there  won't  be  any  of  me  left  but  my  little  bones/' 
said  the  child,  looking  at  the  winged  cherub  with 
sorrowful  envy. 

" Don't,  my  darling;  don't  say  that,"  cried 
Psyche,  dropping  her  work  with  a  sudden  pang  at 
her  heart.  "  Fm  a  sinful,  selfish  girl  to  keep  you 
here !  you're  weak  for  want  of  air;  come  out  and 
see  the  chickens,  and  pick  dandelions,  and  have  a 
good  romp  with  the  boys." 

The  weak  arms  were  strong  enough  to  clasp 
Psyche's  neck,  and  the  tired  face  brightened 
beautifully  as  the  child  exclaimed,  with  grateful 
delight — 

"  Oh,  Fd  like  it  very  much !     I  wanted  to  go 
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dreadfully ;  but  everybody  is  so  busy  all  the 
time.  I  don't  want  to  play,  Sy;  but  just  to  lie 
on  the  giass  with  my  head  in  your  lap,  while  you 
tell  stories  and  draw  me  pretty  things  as  you  used 
to." 

The  studio  was  deserted  all  that  afternoon,  for 
Psyche  sat  in  the  orchard  drawing  squirrels  on  the 
wall,  pert  robins  hopping  by,  buttercups  and 
mosses,  elves  and  angels;  while  May  lay  con 
tentedly  enjoying  sun  and  air,  sisterly  care,  and 
the  "  pretty  things  "  she  loved  so  well.  Psyche 
did  not  find  the  task  a  hard  one;  for  this  time  her 
heart  was  in  it,  and  if  she  needed  any  reward  she 
surely  found  it ;  for  the  little  face  on  her  knee  lost 
its  weary  look,  and  the  peace  and  beauty  of  nature 
soothed  her  own  troubled  spirit,  cneered  her  heart, 
and  did  her  more  good  than  hours  of  solitary 
study. 

Finding,  much  to  her  ovm  surprise,  that  her 
fancy  was  teeming  with  lovely  conceits  she  did 
hope  for  a  quiet  evening.  But  ma  wanted  a  dish 
of  gossip,  pa  must  have  his  papers  read  to  him, 
the  boys  had  lessons  and  rips  and  grievances  to  be 
attended  to,  May's  lullaby  could  not  be  forgotten, 
and  the  maids  had  to  be  looked  after,  lest  burly 
"  cousins  "  should  be  hidden  in  the  boiler,  or  iucifer 
matches  among  the  shavings.  So  Psyche's  day 
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ended,  leaving  her  very  tired,  rather  discouraged^ 
and  almost  heartsick  with  the  shadow  of  a  coming 
fiorrow. 

All  summer  she  did  her  best,  but  accomplished 
very  little  as  she  thought ;  yet  this  was  the  teaching 
she  most  needed,  and  in  time  she  came  to  see  it. 
In  the  autumn  May  died,  whispering  with  her  arms 
about  her  sister's  neck — 

"  You  make  me  so  happy,  Sy,  I  wouldn't  mind 
the  pain  if  I  could  stay  a  little  longer.  But  if  I 
can't,  good-bye,  dear,  good-bye." 

Her  last  look,  and  word,  and  kiss  were  all  for 
Psyche,  who  felt  then  with  grateful  tears  that  her 
summer  had  not  been  wasted ;  for  the  smile  upon 
the  little  dead  face  was  more  to  her  than  any  marble 
perfection  her  hands  could  have  carved. 

In  the  solemn  pause  which  death  makes  in 
every  family,  Psyche  said,  with  th-  r^eet  self- 
forgetfulness  of  a  strong,  yet  tender  nature — 

"  I  must  not  think  of  myself,  but  try  to  com 
fort  them;"  and  with  this  resolution,  she  gave 
herself  heart  and  soul  to  duty,  never  thinking  of 
reward. 

A  busy,  anxious,  humdrum  winter,  for,  as 
Harry  said,  "  It  was  hard  times  for  every  one." 
\Ir.  Dean  grew  grey  with  the  weight  of  business 
fares  about  which  he  never  spoke;  Mrs.  Dean, 
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/abotiring  under  the  delusion  that  an  invalid  was  a 
necessary  appendage  to  the  family,  installed  herself 
in  the  place  the  child's  death  left  vacant,  and  the 
boys  needed  much  comforting,  for  the  poor  lads 
never  knew  how  much  they  loved  "  the  baby  "  till 
the  little  chair  stood  empty.  All  turned  to  Sy  foi 
help  and  consolation,  and  her  strength  seemed  to 
increase  with  the  demand  upon  it.  Patience  and 
cheerfulness,  courage  and  skill,  came  at  her  call 
like  good  fairies  who  had  bided  their  time.  House 
keeping  ceased  to  be  hateful,  and  peace  reigned  in 
parlour  and  kitchen  while  Mrs.  Dean,  shrouded 
in  shawls,  read  Hahnemann's  Lesser  Writings  on 
her  sofa.  Mr.  Dean  sometimes  forgot  his  mills 
when  a  bright  face  came  to  meet  him,  a  gentle 
hand  smoothed  the  wrinkles  out  of  his  anxious 
forehead,  and  a  daughterly  heart  sympathized  with 
all  his  cares.  The  boys  found  home  very  pleasant 
with  Sy  always  there  ready  to  "  lend  a  hand," 
whether  it  was  to  make  fancy  ties,  help  conjugate 
"  a  confounded  verb/'  pull  candy,  or  sing  sweetly 
in  the  twilight  when  all  thought  of  little  May  and 
grew  quiet. 

The  studio  door  remained  locked  till  her  bro 
thers  begged  Psyche  to  open  it,  and  make  a  bust 
of  the  child.  A  flush  of  joy  swept  over  her  face 
at  the  request,  and  her  patient  eyes  grew  bright 
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eager,  as  a  thirsty  traveller's  might  at  the  sight 
or  sound  of  water.  Then  it  faded  as  she  shook 
her  head,  saying,  with  a  regretful  sigh,  "  I'm 
afraid  I've  lost  the  little  skill  I  ever  had/' 

But  she  tried,  and  with  great  wonder  and 
delight  discovered  that  she  could  work  as  she  had 
never  done  before.  She  thought  the  newly-found 
power  lay  in  her  longing  to  see  the  little  face 
again;  for  it  grew  like  magic  under  her  loving 
hands,  while  every  tender  memory,  sweet  thought, 
and  devout  hope  she  had  ever  cherished,  seemed 
to  lend  their  aid.  But  when  it  was  done  and  wel 
comed  with  tears  and  smiles,  and  praise  more 
precious  than  any  the  world  could  give,  then 
Psyche  said  within  herself,  like  one  who  saw  light 
at  last — 

"  He  was  right ;  doing  one's  duty  is  the  way 
to  feed  heart,  soul,  and  imagination ;  for  if  one 
is  good,  one  is  happy,  and,  if  happy,  one  can 
work  well." 


III. 


"  SHE  broke  her  head,  and  went  home  to  come 
no  more,"    was  Giovanni'*   somewhat    startling 
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answer,  when  Paul  asked  about  Psyche,  finding 
that  he  no  longer  met  her  on  the  stairs  or  in  the 
halls.  He  understood  what  the  boy  meant,  and, 
with  an  approving  nod,  turned  to  his  work  again, 
saying,  "  I  like  that !  If  there  is  any  power  in 
her,  she  has  taken  the  right  way  to  find  it  out,  I 
suspect." 

How  she  prospered  he  never  asked ;  for, 
though  he  met  her  more  than  once  that  year,  the 
interviews  were  brief  ones  in  street,  concert-room 
or  picture-gallery,  and  she  carefully  avoided  speak- 
ing  of  herself.  But,  possessing  the  gifted  eyes  which 
can  look  below  the  surface  of  things,  he  detected 
in  the  girl's  face  something  better  than  beauty, 
though  each  time  he  saw  it,  it  looked  older  and 
more  thoughtful,  often  anxious  and  sad. 

"  She  is  getting  on/'  he  said  to  himself,  with 
a  cordial  satisfaction  which  gave  his  manner  a 
friendliness  as  grateful  to  Psyche  as  his  wise  re 
ticence. 

Adam  was  finished  at  last,  proved  a  genuine 
success,  and  Paul  heartily  enjoyed  the  vvell-earne( 
reward  for  years  of  honest  work.  One  blithe  May 
morning,  he  slipped  early  into  the  art-gallery, 
where  the  statue  now  stood,  to  look  at  his  creation 
with  paternal  pride.  He  was  quite  alone  with  the 
stately  figure  that  shone  white  against  the  purple 
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draperies,  and  seemed  to  offer  him  a  voiceless  wel 
come  from  its  marble  lips.  He  gave  it  one  loving 
look,  and  then  forgot  it,  for  at  the  feet  of  his  Adam 
lay  a  handful  of  wild  violets,  with  the  dew  still  on 
them.  A  sudden  smile  broke  over  his  face  as  he 
took  them  up,  with  the  thought,  "  She  has  been 
here  and  found  my  work  good." 

For  several  moments  he  stood  thoughtfully 
turning  the  flowers  to  and  fro  in  his  hands ;  then, 
as  if  deciding  some  question  within  himself,  he 
said,  still  smiling — 

"  It  is  just  a  year  since  she  went  home;  she 
must  have  accomplished  something  in  that  time ; 
I'll  take  the  violets  as  a  sign  that;  I  may  go  and 
ask  her  what." 

He  knew  she  lived  just  out  of  the  city,  be 
tween  the  river  and  the  mills,  and,  as  he  left  the 
streets  behind  him,  he  found  more  violets  blooming 
all  along  the  way  like  flowery  guides  to  lead  him 
right.  Greener  grew  the  road,  balmier  blew  the 
wind,  and  blither  sang  the  birds,  as  he  went  on 
enjoying  his  holiday  with  the  zest  of  a  boy,  until 
he  reached  a  most  attractive  little  path  winding 
away  across  the  fields.  The  gate  swung  invitingly 
open,  and  all  the  ground  before  it  was  blue  with 
violets.  Still  following  their  guidance,  he  took 
the  narrow  path,  till,  coming  to  a  mossy  stone. 
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beside  a  brook,  he  sat  down  to  listen  to  the  black- 
birds  singing  deliciously  in  the  willows  overhead. 
Close  by  the  stone,  half  hidden  in  the  grass,  lay 
a  little  book,  and,  taking  it  up,  he  found  it  was  a 
pocket  diary.  No  name  appeared  on  the  fly-leaf, 
and,  turning  the  pages  to  find  some  clue  to  its 
owner,  he  read  here  and  there  enough  to  give  him 
glimpses  into  an  innocent  and  earnest  heart,  which 
seemed  to  be  learning  some  hard  lesson  patiently. 
Only  near  the  end  did  he  find  the  clue  in  words  of 
his  own,  spoken  long  ago,  and  a  name.  Then, 
though  longing  intensely  to  know  more,  he  shut 
the  little  book  and  went  on,  showing,  by  his 
altered  face,  that  the  simple  record  of  a  girl's  life 
had  touched  him  deeply. 

Soon  an  old  house  appeared  nestling  to  the 
hillside,  with  the  river  shining  in  the  low  green 
meadows  just  before  it. 

"She  lives  there,"  he  said,  with  as  much 
certainty  as  if  the  pansies  by  the  door-stone  spelt 
her  name,  and,  knocking,  he  asked  for  Psyche. 

"  She's  gone  to  town,  but  I  expect  her  home 
every  minute." 

"  Ask  the  gentleman  to  walk  in  and  wait, 
Katy,"  cried  a  voice  from  above,  where  the  whisk 
of  skirts  was  followed  by  the  appearance  of  an 
inquiring  eye  over  the  banisters. 
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The  gentleman  did  walk  in,  and  while  tit- 
waited  looked  about  him.  The  room,  though  very 
simply  furnished,  had  a  good  deal  of  beauty  in 
it,  for  the  pictures  were  few  and  well  chosen,  thr 
books  such  as  never  grow  old,  the  music  lying  on 
the  well-worn  piano  of  the  sort  which  is  never  out 
of  fashion,  and  standing  somewhat  apart  was  one 
small  statue  in  a  recess  full  of  flowers.  Lovely 
in  its  simple  grace  and  truth  was  the  figure  of  a 
child  looking  upward,  as  if  watching  the  airy  flight 
of  some  butterfly  which  had  evidently  escaped 
from  the  chrysalis  still  lying  in  the  little  hand. 

Paul  was  looking  at  it  with  approving  eyes 
when  Mrs.  Dean  appeared  with  his  card  in  her 
hand,  three  shawls  on  her  shoulders,  and  in  her 
face  a  somewhat  startled  expression,  as  if  she 
expected  some  novel  demonstration  from  the  man 
whose  genius  her  daughter  so  much  admired. 

"  I  hope  Miss  Psyche  is  well,"  began  Paul, 
with  great  discrimination,  if  not  originality. 

The  delightfully  commonplace  remark  tran 
quillized  Mrs.  Dean  at  once,  and,  taking  off  the 
upper  shawl  with  a  fussy  gesture,  she  settled  her 
self  for  a  chat. 

"Yes,  thank  Heaven,  Sy  is  well.  I  don't 
know  what  would  become  of  us  if  she  wasn't.  It 
has  been  a  hard  and  sorrowful  year  for  us  with 
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Mr.  Dean's  business  embarrassments,  my  feeble 
health,  and  May's  death.  I  don't  know  that  yo» 
are  aware  of  our  loss,  sir;"  and  unaffected  ma- 
ternal  grief  gave  sudden  dignity  to  the  faded, 
fretful  face  of  the  speaker. 

Paul  murmured  his  regrets,  understanding 
better  now  the  pathetic  words  on  a  certain  tear- 
stained  page  of  the  little  book  still  in  his  pocket. 

"  Poor  dear,  she  suffered  everything,  and  it 
came  very  hard  upon  Sy,  for  the  child  wasn't 
happy  with  any  one  else,  and  almost  lived  in  her 
arms/'  continued  Mrs.  Dean,  dropping  the  second 
shawl  to  get  her  handkerchief. 

"  Miss  Psyche  has  not  had  much  time  for  art 
studies  this  year,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Paul,  hoping 
to  arrest  the  shower,  natural  as  it  was. 

"  How  could  she,  with  two  invalids,  the  house 
keeping,  pa,  and  the  boys  to  attend  to  ?  No ;  she 
gave  that  up  last  spring;  and  though  it  was  a 
great  disappointment  to  her  at  the  time,  she  has 
got  over  it  now,  and  is  happier  than  she  ever  was 
before,  I  think,"  added  her  mother,  remembering 
as  she  spoke  that  Psyche  even  now  went  about 
the  house  sometimes  pale  and  silent,  with  a  hungry 
/ook  in  her  eyes. 

"'  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  though  a  little  shadow 
over  his  face  as  Paul  spoke,  for  he  too  was 


Something  to  Do. 

true  an  artist  to  believe  that  any  wc:k  could  be 
as  happy  as  that  which  he  loved  and  lived  for. 
"  I  thought  there  was  much  promise  in  Miss 
Psyche,  and  /  sincerely  believe  that  time  will  prove 
me  a  true  pi  ophet,"  he  said,  with  mingled  regret 
and  hope  in  his  voice,  as  he  glanced  about  the 
room,  which  betrayed  the  tastes  still  cherished  by 
the  girl. 

"  I'm  afraid  ambition  isn't  good  for  women ; 
I  mean  the  sort  that  makes  'em  known  by  coming 
before  the  public  in  any  way.  But  Sy  deserves 
some  reward,  Pm  sure,  and  I  know  she'll  have  it, 
for  a  better  daughter  never  lived." 

Here  the  third  shawl  was  cast  off,  as  if  the 
thought  of  Psyche  or  the  presence  of  a  genial 
guest  had  touched  Mrs.  Dean's  chilly  nature  with 
a  comfortable  warmth. 

Further  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
avalanche  of  boys,  which  came  tumbling  down 
the  front  stairs  as  Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry  shouted 
in  a  sort  of  chorus — 

' '  Sy,  my  balloon  has  got  away ;  lend  us  a 
hand  at  catching  him  ! " 

"  Sy,  I  want  a  lot  of  paste  made,  right  off." 

"Sy,  Pve  split  my  jacket  down  the  back, 
come  sew  me  up,  there's  a  dear." 

On  beholding  a  stranger,  the  young  gentlemen 
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suddenly  lost  their  voices,  found  their  manners, 
and  with  nods  and  grins  took  themselves  away  as 
quietly  as  could  be  expected  of  six  clumping  boots 
and  an  unlimited  quantity  of  animal  spirits  in  a 
high  state  of  effervescence.  As  they  trooped  off, 
an  unmistakable  odour  of  burnt  milk  pervaded  the 
air,  and  the  crash  of  china,  followed  by  an  Irish 
wail,  caused  Mrs.  Dean  to  clap  on  her  three  shawls 
&gain  and  excuse  herself  in  visible  trepidation. 

Paul  laughed  quietly  to  himself,  then  turned 
sober,  and  said,  ( '  Poor  Psyche !  "  with  a  sympa 
thetic  sigh.  He  roamed  about  the  room  impa 
tiently  till  the  sound  of  voices  drew  him  to  the 
window  to  behold  the  girl  coming  up  the  walk 
with  her  clumsy  old  father  leaning  on  one  arm, 
the  other  loaded  with  baskets  and  bundles,  and 
her  hands  occupied  by  a  remarkably  ugly  turtle. 

"  Here  we  are  ! "  cried  a  cheery  voice,  as  they 
entered  without  observing  the  new-comer.  "  I've 
done  all  my  errands,  and  had  a  lovely  time.  There 
is  Tom's  gunpowder,  Dick's  fish-hooks,  and  one 
of  Professor  Gazzy's  famous  turtles  for  Harry. 
Here  are  your  bundles,  mother  dear,  and,  best  of 
all,  here's  pa,  home  in  time  for  a  good  rest  before 
dinner.  I  went  to  the  mill  and  got  him." 

Psyche  spoke  as  if  she  had  brought  a  treasure i, 
and  so  she  had,  for  though  Mr.  Dean's  face  usually 
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was  about  as  expressive  as  the  turtle's,  it 
and  warmed  with  the  affection  which  his  daughter 
had  fostered,  till  no  amount  of  flannel  could  ex 
tinguish  it.  His  big  hand  patted  her  cheek  very 
gently  as  he  said,  in  a  tone  of  fatherly  love  and 
pride — 

"  My  little  Sy  never  forgets  old  pa,  does  she  P*8 

"Good  gracious  me,  my  dear,  there's  such  a 
mess  in  the  kitchen !  Katy's  burnt  up  the  pud 
ding,  put  castor-oil  instead  of  olive  in  the  salad, 
smashed  the  best  meat-dish,  and  here's  Mr.  Gage 
come  to  dinner/'  cried  Mrs.  Dean,  in  accents  of 
despair,  as  she  tied  up  her  head  in  a  fourth  shawl. 

' '  Oh,  Pm  so  glad ;  I'll  go  in  and  see  him  a  few 
minutes,  and  then  'I'll  come  and  attend  to  every 
thing  ;  so  don't  worry,  mother." 

"  How  did  you  find  me  out  ?  "  asked  Psyche, 
as  she  shook  hands  with  her  guest,  and  stood 
looking  up  at  him  with  all  the  old  confiding  frank 
ness  in  her  face  and  manner. 

"  The  violets  showed  me  the  way." 

She  glanced  at  the  posy  in  his  button-hole,  and 
smiled. 

"Yes,  I  gave  them  to  Adam,  but  I  didn't 
think  you  would  guess.  I  enjoyed  your  work  for 
an  hour  to-day,  and  I  have  no  words  strong  enough 
to  express  my  admiration." 
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"There  is  no  need  of  any.  Tell  me  about 
yourself.  What  have  you  been  doing  all  this 
year  ?  "  he  asked,  watching  with  genuine  satis 
faction  the  serene  and  sunny  face  before  him,  for 
discontent,  anxiety,  and  sadrjess  were  no  longer 
visible  there. 

<(  Pve  been  working  and  waiting/'  she  began. 

"  And  succeeding,  if  I  may  believe  what  I  see, 
and  hear,  and  read/'  he  said,  with  an  expressive 
little  wave  of  the  book  as  he  laid  it  down  before 
her. 

"  My  diary !  I  didn't  know  I  had  lost  it 
Where  did  you  find  it?" 

"  By  the  brook  where  I  stopped  to  rest.  The 
moment  I  saw  your  name  I  shut  it  up.  Forgive 
me,  but  I  can't  ask  pardon  for  reading  a  few  pages 
of  that  little  gospel  of  patience,  love,  and  self- 
denial." 

She  gave  him  a  reproachful  look,  and  hurried 
the  tell-tale  book  out  of  sight  as  she  said,  with  z 
momentary  shadow  on  her  face,  "It  has  been  a 
hard  task ;  but  I  think  I  have  learned  it,  and  am 
just  beginning  to  find  that  my  dream  is  '  a  noon 
day  light  and  truth '  to  me." 

"Then  you  do  not  relinquish  your  hopes  and 
•ay  doxvn  your  tools?"  he  asked,  with  some 
tagerness. 


148  Something  to  Do. 

"  Never !  I  thought  at  first  that  I  could  n< 
serve  two  masters ;  but  in  trying  to  be  faithful  ta 
one,  I  find  I  am  nearer  and  dearer  to  the  other. 
My  cares  and  duties  are  growing  lighter  every 
day — or  I  have  learned  to  bear  them  better — and 
when  my  leisure  does  come,  I  shall  know  how  to 
use  it,  for  my  head  is  full  of  ambitious  plans,  and 
I  feel  that  I  can  do  something  now." 

All  the  old  enthusiasm  shone  in  her  eyes,  and 
a  sense  of  power  betrayed  itself  in  voice  and  ges 
ture  as  she  spoke. 

"  I  believe  it,"  he  said,  heartily.  "  You  have 
learned  the  secret,  as  that  proves." 

Psyche  looked  at  the  childish  image  as  he 
pointed  to  it,  and  into  her  face  there  came  a 
.  'YJtherly  expression  that  made  it  very  sweet. 

"  That  little  sister  was  so  dear  to  me,  I  could 
jiot  fail  to  make  her  lovely,  for  I  put  my  heart 
into  my  work.  The  year  has  gone,  but  I  don't 
regret  it,  though  this  is  all  I  have  done." 

"You  forget  your  three  w'shes;  I  think  the 
year  has  granted  them." 

"  What  were  they?" 

"  To  possess  beauty  in  yourself,  the  power  of 
seeing  it  in  all  things,  and  the  art  of  reproducing 
it  with  truth." 

She  coloured  deeply  under  the   glance  which 
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accompanied  the  threefold  compliment,  and  an 
swered  with  grateful  humility,  "  You  are  very  kind 
to  say  so ;  I  wish  I  could  believe  it."  Then,  as 
if  anxious  to  forget  herself,  she  added,  rather 
abruptly,  "  I  hear  you  think  of  giving  your  Adam 
a  mate — have  you  begun  yet  ? " 

"  Yes,  my  design  is  finished,  all  but  the  face." 

"  I  should  think  you  could  image  Eve's  beauty 
since  you  have  succeeded  so  well  with  Adam's." 

"The  features,  perhaps,  but  not  the  expression. 
That  is  the  charm  of  feminine  faces — a  charm  sn 
subtle  that  few  can  catch  and  keep  it.  I  want  a 
truly  womanly  face — one  that  shall  be  sweet  and 
strong,  without  being  either  weak  or  hard ;  a 
hopeful,  loving,  earnest  face,  with  a  tender  touch 
of  motherliness  in  it,  and  perhaps  the  shadow  of 
a  grief  that  has  softened  but  not  saddened  it." 

"  It  will  be  hard  to  find  a  face  like  that." 

"  I  don't  expect  to  find  it  in  perfection ;  but 
one  sometimes  sees  faces  which  suggest  all  this, 
and  in  rare  moments  give  glimpses  of  a  lovely 
possibility." 

"  I  sincerely  hope  yen  will  find  one,  then," 
said  Psyche,  thinking  of  the  dinner. 

"  Thank  you;  I  think  I  have." 

Now,  in  order  that  every  one  may  be  suited, 
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will  stop  here,  and  leave  our  readers  to  finish 
the  story  as  they  like.  Those  who  prefer  the  good 
old  fashion  may  believe  that  the  hero  and  heroine 
fell  in  love,  were  married,  and  lived  happily  ever 
afterward.  But  those  who  can  conceive  of  a 
world  outside  of  a  wedding-ring  may  believe  that 
the  friends  remained  faithful  friends  all  their  lives, 
while  Paul  won  fame  and  fortune,  and  Psyche 
grew  beautiful,  with  the  beauty  of  a  serene  and 
sunny  nature,  happy  in  duties  which  became 
pleasures,  rich  in  the  art  which  made  life  lovely 
acrse/i  and  others. 
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and  Harold  on  the  Florida  Coast.    With  many  Engravings. 

22  Holiday  House.    By  CATHERINE  SINCLAIR.   Illustrated. 

23  The  Boy's  Book  of  Modern  Travel.    Illustrated. 

24  Mary  Bunyan,  the  Blind  Daughter  of  John  Bunyan.     By 

SALLIE  ROCHESTER  FORD.    With  full-page  Engravings. 

25  The  Scottish  Chiefs.    By  JANE  PORTER.     Illustrated. 

26  Life  Thoughts.     By  HENRY  WARD  BEECHER. 

27  The  Christian  Life.     With  Red  Border  Lines. 

28  Getting  On  in  the  World ;  or,  Hints  on  Success  in  Life. 

The  Two  Series  Complete  in  One  Volume.    By  W.  MATHEWS,  LL.D. 

29  Grimm's  Fairy  Tales,  &c.     Profusely  Illustrated. 
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THE  GOOD 


36  The  Backwoodsman  cT]!'^  &°' 

37  Hunting  Adventures  in  Forest  »^'r^?AXALL'  Bart" 

38  Famous  Peop.e  and  Famous  P,acea  "S'"'    IUust- 

39  Reedyfor-d  ;  or  Creed  nutrfc        laoes-    Portraits,  Stc. 

40  Children  at  Jerusafem     T'M    *%"  H°CKINU- 

With  Frontispiece  byth,Sr      By    MlS'    H°LMA"    HUNT. 

^SSS^^  -d  Keep  Them. 
2  Heaven's  Messengers-  "68'     IUustrated. 

43  The  Freedom  c^titl 

44  On  the  Threshold 

45  Treasures  of  Truth 

Counsel  for  Young  and  Old 


'•  T.  T.  HUNGER. 
roung  Men.     Ditto. 
Lives.   A  Book  of  Good 

By  the 
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59  Two  Thrones;  or,  Rebellion  and  Loyalty.  Illustrated.  4s. 

60  Great  Kings  and  Great  Preachers.    Illustrated.    4s. 

61  Great  Heroes  and  Gallant  Fights.     Illustrated.     4s. 

62  Memorable  Events  in  British  History.     Illust.     4s. 

63  Historic  Landmarks  at  Home  and  Abroad.  Illust.  4s. 

64  Heroes  of  Peace  and  War.     Profusely  Illustrated.    4s. 

65  The  States-General  and  The  Country  in  Danger. 

By  ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN. 

66  Year  One  of  the  Republic  and  Citizen  Bonaparte. 

By  ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN. 

68  Orient.    By  Rev.  JOSEPH  COOK,  of  Boston. 

69  Applied  Christianity.     WASHINGTON  GLADDEN,  D.D. 

70  England'sPioneers&Great  National  Movements. 4s. 

71  History  of  Rome.     Ed.   by  H.  W..  DULCKEN,    Ph.D. 

Illustrated.     Demy  8vo,  4s. 

72  History  of  Greece.    Ed.  by  H.  W.  DULCKEN,  Ph.D. 

Illustrated.     Demy  8vo,  4s. 

73  History  of  the  Anglo-Saxons.   By  FRANCIS  PALGRAVE. 

74  True   Royalty  :    Life  of  the   Queen.      By   Dr.  J.    W. 

KIRTON,  Author  of  "  Buy  your  Own  Cherries."     Profusely  Illust. 

75  Beeton's   Housekeeper's   Guide.     With  Hundreds  of 

Engravings. 

76  Beeton's  Ladies'  Own  Book.     With  260  Illustrations. 

77  Beeton's  Bazaar  and  Fancy  Fair  Book.    304  Illusts. 

78  Beeton's  Book  of  Fancy  Needlework.    430  Illusts. 

79  The  Crescent  &  The  Cross.  ELIOT  WARBURTON.  Illust. 

80  History  of  France.    By  EMILE  DE  BONNECHOSE.     Con 

tinued  by  H.  W.  DULCKEN,  Ph.D.  Profusely  Illust.  DemySvo,  4s. 

81  Four  Girls  at  Chautauqua.    By  "PANSY." 

82  The  Chautauqua  Girls  at  Home.    By  "  PANSY." 

83  Christie's  Christmas.    By  "PANSY." 

84  From    Different   Standpoints.     "PANSY." 

85  True  to  the  Best.    By  ANNIE  N.  PRICE. 

86  Life  and   Times  of   Oliver  Goldsmith.      By  JOHN 

FORSTER.     Illustrated. 

87  An  Endless  Chain.    By  "PANSY." 

88  Ruth  Erskine's  Crosses.    By  "PANSY." 

89  Links  in  Rebecca's  Life.    By  "PANSY." 

90  Mrs.  Solomon  Smith  Looking  On.     By  "PANSY." 

91  Celebrated  Authors  and  Famous  Thinkers.    4s. 

92  Heroes  and  Workers  of  the  Victorian  Era.     Demy 

8vo.  4s. 

93  Abbott's  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.    Demy  8vo,  4s. 

96  History  of  England.   DULCKEN.  Illust.  Demy  8vo,  4s. 

97  Reincarnation:  A  Study  of  Forgotten  Truth.   WALKER. 
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98  Wonderful  Inventions,   and  Discoveries  in  Heat, 

Light  and  Sound.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

99  Wonders  of  Rocks,  Animals  and  Plants.  Illustrated. 

100  Wondersof  Electricity  and  Magnetism.  Illustrated. 

101  Wonders  of  the  Earth  and  the  Heavens.    Illust. 

102  Great  Thinkers  and  Brilliant  Speakers.    Illust. 

103  Great    Writers:    England's  Essayists  and    Novelists. 

104  Lamps  of  History  :  Lives  of  Gibbon,  Grote,  Macaulay, 

Motley  and  Carlyle.     Illustrated. 

105  Three  People.     By  "PANSY." 

106  Ester  Ried.    By  "  PANSY." 

107  Ester  Ried  yet  Speaking.    By  "  PANSY." 

108  Julia  Ried.    By  "PANSY." 

109  Little  Susy.    By  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS. 

no  Real  Greatness.      By  Dr.  J.  W.  KIRTON,  Author  of 

"  Buy  your  Own  Cherries,''  &c. 

114  Columbus  the  Discoverer.    By  JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

115  Franklin:  Printer-Boy,  Statesman  and  Philosopher.  Do. 

116  Washington:  Hero  and  Patriot.     JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

117  The  Puritan  Captain;  or,  Miles  Standish.     Ditto. 

118  Boone,  the  Backwoodsman.    By  JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

119  The  Terror  of  the  Indians.    By  JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

120  The  Hero  of  the  Prairies,    By  JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

121  The  Spanish  Cavalier;   or,  De  Soto,  the  Discoverer. 

122  Through  Prairie  and  Forest.    JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

123  The  Shawnee  Prophet.    By  E.  EGGLESTON. 

124  The  Buccaneer  Chiefs.    By  JOHN  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

125  Red  Eagle  ;  or,  The  Indians  of  Alabama.     EGGLESTON. 

126  The  Rival  Warriors.    By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

127  The  Indian  Princess  ;  The  Story  of  Pocahontas.     Do. 

128  The  Mexican  Prince  ;  the  Story  of  Montezuma.    Do. 

129  On  Board  the  "  Rocket."    By  R.  C.  ADAMS. 

130  TheFairGod.  By  LEW  WALLACE,  Author  of  "Ben  Hur." 

131  Beulah.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

132  Infelice.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

133  Willis,  the   Pilot:    A  Sequel  to   "The  Swiss  Family 

Robinson."    Translated  by  HENRY  FRITH.     Illustrated. 

134  Lifeof  the  Duke  of  Wellington.   By  Prof.C.D.YoNGE. 

135  Light  in  the  Dwelling.     (For  Daily  Reading  at  Family 

Prayers.)     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Peep  of  Day." 

136  Life    and  Work   of  Jesus  Christ.      By  Rer.  F.  A. 

MALLESON,  Author  of  "  The  Life  and  Work  of  St.  Paul,"  &c. 

137.  The    Romance   of    Engineering.      Our   Highways, 

Subways,  Railways  and  Waterways.     By  HENRY  FRITH.    With 
150  Illustrations.         
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THE    HOME    TREASURE    LIBRARY,  * 

With  niustrations,  cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  3s.  6d.  each. 

1  Shiloh.     By  Mrs.  W.  M.  L.  JAY.     Coloured  Illustrations. 

2  The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David.    Coloured  Illusts. 

3  Miss  Edgeworth's  Moral  Tales.   Coloured  Illustrations. 

4  Miss  Edgeworth's  Popular  Tales.    Coloured  Illusts. 

5  Throne  of  David.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM.     Illusts. 

6  Pillar  of  Fire.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM.    Illustrated. 

7  Anna  Lee.    By  T.  S.  ARTHUR.     Illustrated. 

8  Wide,  Wide  World.    By  E.  WETHERELL.    Col.  Illusts. 

9  Queechy.    By  the  same.     Coloured  Illustrations. 

10  Melbourne  House.    By  the  same.  Coloured  Illustrations. 

11  Sceptres  and  Crowns.    By  the  same.    Coloured  Illusts. 

12  Fairchild  Family.    By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD.     Col.  Illusts. 

13  Stepping  Heavenward.  E.  PRENTISS.  Col.  Illustrations. 

14  Mabel  Vaughan.    By  Miss  GUMMING.     Coloured  Illusts. 

15  Dunallan.     By  GRACE  KENNEDY.     Coloured  Illustrations. 

1 6  Father  Clement.     By  the  same.    Coloured  Illustrations. 

17  Holden  with  the  Cords.    By  Mrs.  JAY.     Col.  Illusts. 

18  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.     Coloured  and  other  Illustrations. 

19  Barriers  Burned  Away.    By  E.  P.  ROE.    Col.  Illusts. 

20  Little  Women  and  Good  Wives.     By  Miss  ALCOTT. 

21  From  Jest  to  Earnest.    By  E.  P.  ROE.     Col.  Illusts. 

22  Near  to  Nature's  Heart.    By  E.  P.  ROE.     Col.  Illusts. 

23  Opening  a  Chestnut  Burr.    By  E.  P.  ROE.   Col.  Illusts. 

24  What  Can  She  Do  ?    By  E.  P.  ROE.     Coloured  Illusts. 

25  The  Old  Helmet.    By  E.  WETHERELL.    Coloured  Illusts. 

26  Daisy.     By  the  same.    With  Coloured  Illustrations. 

27  A  Knight  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Col.  Illusts. 

28  Woman  our  Angel.    By  A.  S.  ROE.    Coloured  Illusts. 

29  The  Lamplighter.    By  Miss  GUMMING.    Coloured  Illusts. 

30  A  Face  Illumined.    By  E.  P.  Roe.    Coloured  Illusts. 

31  The  Story  of  Stories.    By  Mrs.  LEATHLEY.   Illustrated. 

32  A  Day  of  Fate.    By  E.  P.  ROE.     With  Frontispiece. 

33  Odd  or  Even.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY.    Illustrated. 

34  Without  a  Home.    By  E.  P.  ROE.     With  Frontispiece. 

35  Ida  May.    By  MARY  LANGDON.    Coloured  Illustrations. 

36  Helen.     By  MARIA  EDGEWORTH.      Illustrated. 

37  Our  Helen.     By  SOPHIE  MAY.    With  Frontispiece. 

38  His  Sombre  Rivals.    By  E.  P.  ROE.    With  Frontispiece. 

39  An  Original  Belle.     By  E.  P.  ROE.     With  Frontispiece. 

40  He  Fell  in  Love  with  his  Wife.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

41  Driven  back  to  Eden.     By  the  same  Author. 

42  The  Flower  of  the  Family.     By  Mrs.  PRENTISS. 

43  What  Katy  Did  at  Home,  at  School  and  Abroad. 

44  Ben-Hur:  A  Tale  of  the  Christ.     By  LEW  WALLACE. 

45  The  Earth  Trembled.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 
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47  Miss  Lou.     By  EDWARD  P.  ROE.    With  Frontispiece. 

48  Naomi.     By  Mrs.  J.  B.  WEBB.     With  Frontispiece. 

49  Found,  yet  Lost.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE.    Frontispiece. 

50  A  Young  Girl's  Wooing.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE.    Ditto. 

THE  YOUNG  LADIES5  LIBRARY. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  bffvelled,  gilt  edges,  with  Frontispiece  and 
Vignette  Titles,  2s.  6d.  each ;  with  plain  edges,  2s.  each. 

1  Four  Girls  at  Chautauqua.    By  "PANSY." 

2  The  Chautauqua  Girls  at  Home.     By  "PANSY." 

3  Christie's  Christmas.    By  "PANSY." 

4  From  Different  Standpoints.    By  "PANSY." 

5  True  to  the  Best.    By  ANNIE  N.  PRICE. 

6  An  Endless  Chain.    By  "PANSY." 

7  Ruth  Erskine's  Crosses.    By  "PANSY." 

8  Links  in  Rebecca's  Life.    By  "PANSY." 

9  Mrs.  Solomon  Smith  Looking  On.    By  "PANSY." 

10  Three  People.    By  "PANSY." 

11  Ester  Ried.    By  "PANSY." 

12  Ester  Ried  Yet  Speaking.    By  "PANSY." 

13  Julia  Ried.    By  "PANSY." 

14  Naomi ;  or,  The  Last  Days  of  Jerusalem.    By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

15  Beulah  ;  or,  The  Orphans.     By  A.  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

1 6  I  nf el  ice.    By  A.  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

17  St.  Elmo.    By  A.  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

18  At  the  Mercy  of  Tiberius.    By  A.  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

19  Vashti  ;  or,  Until  Death  Us  Do  Part.  Ditto. 

20  Macaria;  or,  Altars  of  Sacrifice.  Ditto. 

21  Inez :  A  Tale  of  the  Alamo.     By  A.  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

22  Wise  and  Otherwise.    By  "PANSY." 

23  The  King's  Daughter.    By  "PANSY." 

24  The  Hall  in  the  Grove.    By  "PANSY." 

25  A  New  Graft  on  the  Family  Tree.    By  "PAN^Y." 

26  Interrupted.    By  "PANSY." 

27  The  Man  of  the  House.    By  "PANSY." 

28  The  Pocket  Measure.    By  "PANSY." 

29  Household  Puzzles.    By  "  PANSY." 

30  Tip  Lewis  and  His  Lamp.    By  "  PANSY." 

31  Sydney  Martin's  Christmas.    By  "PANSY." 

32  Little  Fishers  and  their  Nets.    By  "  PANSY." 

33  Spun  from  Fact.    By  "PANSY." 

34  The  Randolphs.    By  "PANSY." 

35  Echoing  and  Re-echoing.    By  FAYE  HUNTINGDON. 

36  One  Commonplace  Day.    By  "PANSY." 

37  Chrissy's  Endeavour.    By  "  PANSY." 
A  Sevenfold  Trouble.    By  "PANSY." 

London,  New  York,  Melbourne  and  Sydney. 
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Price  THE    GOOD    TONE    LIBRARY, 

The  volumes  included  under  this  head  are  those  really  High-class  Works 
•which  are  most  calculated  to  elevate  the  mind  and  give  a  high  tone  to  the 
character.  The  names  of  the  A  uthors  are  in  themselves  sufficient  evidence 
of  careful  selection. 

Crown  8vo,  elegantly  bound,  cloth  gilt,  with  Frontispiece,  2s.  6d. 

i  The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David.    INGRAHAM. 
2/6        2  The  Wide,  Wide  World.    By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

3  Queechy.  By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

4  Melbourne  House.     By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

5  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.    By  Mrs.  H.  B.  STOWE. 

6  Stepping   Heavenward.    By  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS. 

7  History  of  the  Fairchild  Family.  By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD. 

8  Anna  Lee:  Maiden,  Wife  and  Mother.    ARTHUR. 

9  The  Flower  of  the  Family.     By  E.  PRENTISS. 

10  From  Jest  to  Earnest.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

11  The  Throne  of  David.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM. 

12  The  Pillar  of  Fire.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM. 

13  Shi  Ion  ;  or,  Without  and  Within.    By  Mrs.  W.  M.  L.  JAY. 

14  Holiday  House.    By  CATHERINE  SINCLAIR. 

15  Little  Women.    By  Miss  ALCOTT. 

1 6  Good  Wives.     Sequel  to,  and  by  the  Author  of  the  above. 

17  The  Lamplighter.    By  Miss  GUMMING. 

18  The  Old  Helmet.     By  the  Author  of  "Queechy,"  &c. 

19  Freston  Tower.     By  Rev.  R.  COBBOLD, 

20  Holden  with  the  Cords.    By  Mrs.  W.  M.  L.  JAY. 

21  Christine's  Crook.    By  SARAH  SELINA  HAMER. 

22  Ben-Hur:  A  Tale  of  the  Christ.    By  LEW  WALLACE. 

23  The  Gates  Between.   By  ELIZABETH  STUART  PHELPS. 

24  What  Can  She  Do?    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

25  Opening  a  Chestnut  Burr.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

26  Near  to  Nature's  Heart.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

27  Without  a  Home.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

28  He  Fell  in  Love  with  his  Wife.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

29  The  Earth  Trembled.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

30  Little  Susy.    By  Mrs.  ELIZABETH  PRENTISS. 

31  Miss  Lou.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

32  Daisy.    By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

33  Taken  Alive.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

34  A  Face  Illumined.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

35  Barriers  Burned  Away.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

36  A  Day  of  Fate.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

37  A  Knight  of  the  19th  Century.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

38  His  Sombre  Rivals.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

39  An  Original   Belle,    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

40  Driven  Back  to  Eden.    By  EDWARD,?.  ROE. 
I  41  Hope  and  Rest.    By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

42  A  Young  Girl's  Wooing.     By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 
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THE   FAMILY  GIFT  SERIES, 


A  cheap  issue  of  Popular  Books,  suitable  for  Prizes  and  Rewards,  com 
prising  Illustrated  Works  for  both  sexes  and  for  all  ages. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

1  The  Swiss  Family  Robinson.    With  200  Engravings. 

2  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.   Memoir.    100  Illusts. 

3  Robinson  Crusoe.    Memoir  and  many  Engravings. 

4  Sandford  and  Merton.    With  100  Engravings. 

5  Famous  Boys,  and  How  they  became  Great  Men. 

6  Fifty  Famous  Women.    With  Portraits,  &c. 

7  The  Gentlemen  Adventurers.    W.  H.  G.  KINGSTON. 

8  Evenings  at  Home.    With  many  Illustrations. 

9  The  Adventures  of  Captain   Hatteras.     By  JULES 

VERNE.    With  Coloured  Plates. 

10  Twenty  Thousand  Leagues   Under  the  Sea.     By 

JULES  VERNE.    With  Coloured  Plates. 

11  The  Wonderful  Travels.      Bythesame.     Col.  Plates. 

12  The  Moon  Voyage.    JULES  VERNE.     Coloured  Plates. 

13  Getting  On  in  the  World.    By  W.  MATHEWS,  LL.D. 

14  The  Boy's  Own  Book  of  Manufactures  and  Indus 

tries  of  the  World.    With  365  Engravings. 

15  Great  Inventors:    The  Sources  of  their  Usefulness,  and 

the  Results  of  their  Efforts.    With  109  Engravings. 

16  The  Marvels  of   Nature.   With  400  Engravings. 

17  The  Boy's  Own  Sea  Stories.     With  page  Engravings. 

18  Grimm's  Fairy  Tales.   With  many  Illustrations. 

19  Fifty  Celebrated  Men.    With  Portraits. 

20  The  Wonders  of  the  World.     With  123  Engravings. 

21  Triumphs  of  Perseverance  and  Enterprise.     Illust. 

22  Keble's  Christian  Year.    With  page  Engravings, 

23  A  Face  Illumined.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

24  The  Scottish  Chiefs.    By  Miss  JANE  PORTER. 

28  Orange  Blossoms.    By  T.  S.  ARTHUR.     Illustrated. 

29  Mary  Bunyan.    By  SALLIE  ROCHESTER  FORD. 

30  Margaret  Catchpole.    By  Rev.  R.  COBBOLD. 

31  Julamerk;  or,  The  Converted  Jewess.     By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

33  Amy  and  Hester;  or,  The  Long  Holidays.    Illustrated. 

34  Edwin  and  Mary  ;  or,  The  Mother's  Cabinet.  Illustrated. 

35  Wonders  and  Beauties  of  the  Year.    H.  G.  ADAMS. 

36  Modern  Society.    By  CATHERINE  SINCLAIR. 


London,  New  York,  Melbourne  and  Sydney.    ' 
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37  Beatrice.    By  CATHERINE  SINCLAIR. 

38  Looking  Heavenward:  A  Series  of  Tales  and  Sketches 

for  the  Young.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

39  Life's  Contrasts  ;  or,  The  Four  Homes.    Illustrated. 

40  Nature's  Gifts,  and  How  we  Use  Them.     Illust. 

41  Pilgrims  Heavenward:   Counsel  and  Encouragement. 

42  Children's  Hymns  and  Rhymes.    Illustrated. 

43  Preachers   and    Preaching,  in   Ancient   and   Modern 

Time^.    By  Rev.  HENRY  CHRISTMAS.    With  Portraits. 

44  Character  and  Culture.    By  the  BISHOP  OF  DURHAM. 

45  Popular  Preachers:  Their  Lives  and  their  Works. 

46  Boy's  Handy  Book  of  Games  and  Sports.    Illust. 

47  Boy's  Handy  Book  of  Natural   History,    must. 

48  A  Knight  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    E.  P.  ROE, 

49  Near  to  Nature's  Heart.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

50  A  Day  of  Fate.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

51  Odd  or  Even  ?   By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

52  Gutenburg,  and  the  Art  of  Printing.    Illustrated. 

53  Uncle  Mark's  Money;  or,  More  Ways  than  One. 

54  Without  a  Home.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

55  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.    Illustrated. 

56  Andersen's  Popular  Tales.    Illustrated. 

57  Andersen's  Stories  for  the  Young.    lUustrated. 

58  Lion  Hunting.    By  GERARD.  Illust.  by  DORE  and  others. 

59  The  Backwoodsman.    Ed.  by  Sir  C.  F.  L.  WRAXALL. 

60  The  Young  Marooners.    By  F.  R.  GOULDING.   Illust. 

61  The  Crusades  and  Crusaders.  By  J.  G.  EDGAR.   Do 

62  Hunting  Adventures  in  Forest  and  Field.    Illust. 

63  The  Boy's  Book  of  Modern  Travel  and  Adventure. 

64  Famous  People  and  Famous  Places.    Illustrated. 

65  Cheerful  Homes;  How  to  Get  and  Keep  them.    Author 

of  "  Buy  your  Own  Cherries,  "  &c.    (Also  Cheap  Edition,  2s.) 

66  Helen.    By  MARIA  EDGEWORTH. 

67  Our  Helen.    By  SOPHIE  MAY. 

68  The  Little  Ragamuffins  of  Outcast  London.    By  the 

Author  of  "  A  Night  in  a  Workhouse,"  &c.     Illustrated. 

69  Heaven's  Messengers:  A  Series  of  Stirring  Addresses. 

70  From  Log  Cabin  to  White  House :  The  Life  of  General 

GARFIELD.    Illustrated. 

71  His  Sombre  Rivals.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 
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THE  FAMILY  GIFT  SERIES — continued. 
72  Reedyford  ;  or,  Creed  and  Character.  By  S.K.  HOCKING. 

89  England's  Hero  and  Christian  Soldier:  TheLifeof 

General  GORDON.    Maps  and  Illustrations. 

90  From  Jest  to  Earnest.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

91  The  Manners  of  Polite  Society. 

92  Beeton's  Great  Orators  and  Great  Orations. 

93  The  Art  of  Public  Speaking,  and   Curiosities  of 

Orators  and  Oratory. 

97  The  Life  of  Lord  Beaconsfleld  :  Literary  and  Political. 

98  The  New  Evenings  at  Home ;  or,  Chats  about  Know 

ledge.    By  the  Author  of  "  Picciola."    Illustrated. 

99  An  Original  Belle.    By  E.  P.  ROE.    With  Frontispiece. 

100  Only  Give  Me  a  Chance.    A  Story  founded  on  Fact. 

By  Dr.  KIRTON,  Author  of  "  Buy  Your  Own  Cherries.1'    Illust. 

101  The  History  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.    Illustrated. 

102  The  Illustrious  Heroesof  the  Bible.    EditedbyDr. 

J.  W.  KIRTON. 

104  True  Nobility:  Memoir  of  Lord  Shaftesbury.     By  Dr. 

J.  W.  KIRTON.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

105  Ice-World  Adventures.    Illustrated 

106  He  Fell  in  Love  with  his  Wife.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

107  Driven  Back  to  Eden.    By  E.  P.  ROE.     Illustrated. 
in  The  Fairy  Queen's  Visit.     Illustrated. 

112  Irene,  the  Little  Christian.    Illustrated. 

113  Stories  of  Animals  and  Pets.    Illustrated. 

117  Moral  Nursery  Tales.     Illustrated. 

118  Nursery  Songs  and  Ballads.     Illustrated. 

119  Nursery  Tales  and  Stories.    Illustrated. 

120  Chats  about  Animals  and  Birds.    By  MERCIE  SUN 

SHINE.    Illustrated. 

121  The  Sunny  Holidays.    By  MERCIE  SUNSHINE.    Illust. 

122  The    States-General,   and    Country    in     Danger. 

ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN.     Illustrated. 

123  Year  One  of  Republic,  and  Citizen    Bonaparte. 

ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN.    Illustrated. 

124  The  Good  Shepherd.    Illustrated. 

125  The  Sunday  Treasure  Book.    Illustrated. 

129  History  of  the  Anglo-Saxons.  By  FRANCIS  PALGRAVE. 

130  True    Royalty :    Life   of  the  Queen.     By  Dr.   J.  W. 

KIRTON.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

131  Beeton's  Book  of  Birds.     Coloured  Illustrations. 

132  Beeton's  Book  of  Poultry.     Coloured  Illustrations. 

133  The  Crescent  and  the  Cross.  By  ELIOT  WARBURTON. 
136  The  Tiger-Slayer.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.    Illustrated. 
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THE  FAMILY  GIFT  SERIES — continued. 

137  Last  of  the  Incas.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.   Illustrated. 

138  Pirates  of  the  Prairies.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.  Illust. 

139  The  Prairie  Flower.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.     Illust. 

140  The  Trapper's  Daughter.   GUSTAVE  AIMARD.    Illust. 

141  The  White  Scalper.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.     Illust. 

142  The  Indian  Chief.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD.    Illust. 

143  Life  and   Times  of  Oliver  Goldsmith.    FORSTER. 

146  The  Earth  Trembled.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

147  The  Pickwick  Papers.  DICKENS.  Illustrated  by  FROST 

148  Nicholas  Nickleby.    DICKENS.    Illustrated  by  "  PHIZ.' 

150  Treasures  of  Truth  for  Busy  Lives.    With  Portraits. 

151  Wonderful    Inventions    and  Discoveries  in  Heat, 

Light  and    Sound. '  Illustrated. 

152  Wonders  of  Rocks,  Animals  and  Plants.   Illustrated. 

153  Wonders  of  Electricity  and  Magnetism.    Illust. 

154  Wonders  of  the  Earth  and  the  Heavens.    Illust. 

155  Great  Thinkers  and  Brilliant  Speakers.  Illustrated. 

156  Great  Writers:  Novelists  and  Essayists.     Illustrated. 

157  Lamps  of  History:  Lives  of  Grote,  Gibbon,  Macaulay, 

Motley,  Carlyle.     Illustrated. 

158  Miss  Edgeworth's  Moral  Tales. 

159  Miss  Edgeworth's  Popular  Tales. 

160  Irish  Wonders  :  Ghosts,  Pookas,  &c.  D.  R.  McANALLY. 

161  Real  Greatness.    By  Dr.  J.  W.  KIRTON. 

162  The  Fair  God.   LEW  WALLACE,  Author  of  "  Ben  Hur." 

163  Life  of  John  Bright.    By  FRANCIS  WATT. 

164  Willis,  the    Pilot.      A  Sequel  to  "The  Swiss  Family 

Robinson."     Illustrated. 

165  The  Good  Physician.     By  Mrs.  VEITCH. 

166  The  Way  to  Victory.  Edited  by  J.  W.  KIRTON,  LL.D. 

167  Jabez  Easterbrook.    By  Rev.  JOSEPH  HOCKING. 

1 68  Stanley  in  Tropical  Africa.      By  RONALD  SMITH. 

169  Conquerors  of  the  World  :  The  Races  of  Europe.  By 

G.  T.  BKTTANY,  M.A.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

170  The  Teeming  Millions  of  the  East.    By  G.  T.  BET- 

TANY,  M.A.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

171  The  Red,  Brown  and  Black  Men  of  America  and 

Australia.     By  G.  T.  BETTANY,  M.A.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

172  The  Dark  Peoples  of  a  Land  of  Sunshine  :  Races  of 

Africa.     By  G.  T.  BETTANY,  M.A.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

173  Short  Plays  for  Drawing-Room  Performance.    By 

F.  C.  BURN  AND,  and  other  well-known  Authors. 

174  Ascutney  Street.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

175  The   Great   Gold    Lands    of   South    Africa.       By 

RONALD  SMITH.    With  Map  and  many  Illustrations. 

177  In  the  Cheering-up  Business.    By  MARY  LEE. 

178  Zillah:  A  Romance.     By  Rev.  JOSEPH  HOCKING. 

179  Life  of  Wellington.     By  Prof.  C.  D.  YONGE.     Illust. 
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THE  FAMILY  GIFT  SERIES— continued. 

180  Women  Writers :    Their  Works  and  Ways.     By  C.  J. 

HAMILTON.    With  Portraits. 

181  The  Pot  of  Gold.    By  MARY  E.  WILKINS.     Illust. 

182  A  Golden  Gossip.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 


The  follcnving  volumes,  demy  8v0,  price  3s.  each. 

94  Wild  Sports  of  the  World,     By  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 

95  Brave  British  Soldiers  and  the  Victoria  Cross. 

96  Silas  Horner's  Adventures.    By  JAMES  GREENWOOD. 

108  Two  Thrones;  or,  Rebellion  and  Loyalty.     Illustrated. 

109  Great  Kings  and  Great  Preachers.    Illustrated. 
no  Great  Heroes  and  Gallant  Fights.    Illustrated. 

114  Memorable  Events  in  British  History.    Illustrated. 

115  Historic  Landmarks  at  Home  and  Abroad.     Illust. 

116  Heroes  of  Peace  and  War.    Illustrated. 

126  England's  Pioneers  and   Great    National   Move 

ments.    Profusely  Illustrated. 

127  A  Popular  History  of  Rome.    By  D.  ROSE.    Edited 

by  H.  W.  DULCKEN,  Ph.D.    With  130  Illustrations. 

128  A  Popular  History  of  Greece.    By  D.  ROSE.     Edited 

by  H.  W.  DULCKEN,  Ph.D.    With  150  Illustrations. 

134  A  Popular  History  of  France.     BONNECHOSE.     Con 

densed  and  continued  by  H.  W.  DULCKEN,  Ph.D.    150  Cuts. 

135  The  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.      ABBOTT. 

144  Celebrated  Authors  and  Famous  Thinkers.    Illust. 

145  Heroes  and  Workers  of  the  Victorian   Era.  Illust. 
149  A  Popular  History  of  England.    By  H.  W.  DULCKEN, 

Ph.D.    With  170  Illustrations. 

THE  WORLD'S   RELIGIONS    SERIES. 

BY  G.  T.  B  ETTA  NY,  M.A.,  S.Sc. 
Crown  8vo,  neatly  bound,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each  (except  No.  4,  3*.  6d.) 

"  The  author's  sound  scholarship  and  literary  powers  are  well-known, 
and  we  counsel  those  engaged  in  religious  work  to  make  a  point  of  enrich 
ing  their  libraries  with  this  series." — Christian  Age. 

1  Primitive  Religions:  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 

Religions.    With  56  Illustrations.    2s.  6d. 

2  Mohammedanism,  and  other  Religions  of  the  Medi 

terranean  Countries.    With  100  Illustrations.    2s.  6d. 

3  The  Great  Indian  Religions.   With 58  Illusts.  3s.6d. 

4  Judaism  and  Christianity  (A  Sketch  of  the  History 

of)  in  the  Light  of  Modem  Research  and  Criticism.     With  100 
Illustrations.    3*.  6d. 
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HIGH  CLASS  GIFT  BOOKS  FOR  BOYS. 

These  works  are  by  authors  known  as  among  the  best  of  writers  for 
boys  ;  while  full  of  adventure  and  interest,  they  are  at  the  same  time  quite 
unobjectionable  in  style.  Very  nicely  printed  and  bound,  and  well  illus 
trated,  they  form  a  most  attractive  set  of  volumes  for  youths. 

With  Illustrations  by  GORDON  BROWNE,  W.  S.  STAGEY,  and 
Other  Artists.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  each. 

1  Dicky    Beaumont;      His  Perils  and  Adventures.       B 

ARTHUR  LEE  KNIGHT,  Author  of  "Jack  Trevor,  R.N.,"  &c. 

2  The  Heir  of  Langridge  Towers;   or,  The  Adventures 

of  Charlie  Percival.     By  R.  M.  FREEMAN. 

3  The    Black    Man's  Ghost;    or,  The  Buccaneer's  Buried 

Treasure  of  the  Galapagos  Islands.     By  JOHN  C.  HUTCHESON. 

4  The  Mids  of  the  "  Rattlesnake >r;  or,  Adventures  with 

Illanun  Pirates.    A.  LEE  KNIGHT,  Author  of  "  Jack  Trevor,  R.N.,"  &c. 

5  The  Golden  Land  ;   or,  Links  from  Shore  to  Shore.    By 

B.  L.  FARJEON,  Author  of  "  Grif,''  &c. 

6  Frank  Allreddy's  Fortune;  or,  Life  on  the  Indus.    By 

Captain  FRANKLIN  Fox,  Author  of  "  How  to  Send  a  Boy  to  Sea,"&c. 

7  The    Rajah    of    Monkey   Island.     By  ARTHUR  LEE 

KNIGHT,  Author  of  "  Dicky  Beaumont,"  &c. 

SARAH  TYTLER'S  BOOKS  FOR  GIRLS. 

Crown  8vo,  handsomely  bound,  cloth  gilt.  2s.  6d.  each. 
Each  with  Frontispiece  and  Vignette,  by  WALTER  S.  STAGEY. 


1  Days  of  Yore. 

2  A   Hero  of  a  Hundred 

Fights.  [Girls. 

3  Papers  for  Thoughtful 


4  The  Diamond  Rose. 

5  Heroines  in  Obscurity. 

6  Girlhood   and    Woman 

hood. 


We  have  over  and  over  again  heard  parents  speak  something  in  this 
style:  'We  are  at  no  loss  for  books  for  our  boys:  there  are  Mr.  Smiles' 
volumes  and  others :  but  where  to  look  for  a  good  girl's  book,  a  good  com 
panion  to  a  young  lady  just  leaving  school,  we  know  not,  and  would  be  glad 
for  any  one  to  help  us.'  This  complaint  need  no  longer  be  heard.  Miss 
Tytler's  books  are  exactly  of  the  kind  desiderated,  and  may  with  all  confi 
dence  be  recommended  at  once  for  their  lofty  moral  tone  and  their  real 
artistic  qualities,  which  combine  to  make  them  equally  interesting  and 
attractive." — NONCONFORMIST. 

THE  LIBRARY  OF  NATIONAL  INFORMATION. 

History  and  Biography  form  two  very  important  component  parts  of 
the  knowledge  that  can  be  acquired  by  reading  and  study.  These  works 
group  together  Lives  and  Events  in  such  a  manner  that  the  lives  may 
explain  the  events,  and  that  the  events  may  be  appreciated  by  a  knowledge 
of  the  lives  of  those  who  have  brought  them  about. 
Large  crown  8vo,  red  cloth  gilt,  Profusely  Illustrated,  2s.  6d.  each. 

1  Two  Thrones ;  or,  Rebellion  and  Loyalty. 

2  Sceptre  and  Sword  :  Great  Heroes  and  Famous  Fights. 

3  Great  Kings  and  Great  Preachers. 

4  Memorable  Events  in  British  History. 

5  Historic  Landmarks  at  Home  and  Abroad. 

6  Heroes  of  Peace  and  War. 

7  England's  Pioneers  and  Great  National  Movements. 

8  Celebrated  Authors  and  Famous  Thinkers. 
Q  Heroes  and  Workers  of  the  Victorian  Era. 
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THE  BOY'S  ILLUSTRATED  LIBRARY  OF 

HEROES,  PATRIOTS,  &    PIONEERS, 

The  Story  of  their  Daring  Adventures  and  Heroic  Deeds. 


In  this  series  Biographies  are  narrated  exhibiting  the  force  of  charac 
ter  of  the  men  and  the  remarkable  adventures  they  encountered,  and  these 
records  can  scarcely  be  perused  without  exciting  a  feeling  o£  admiration 
for  the  Heroes  and  of  wonder  at  the  magnitude  of  their  achievements. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3a.  6d.  ;  picture  boards,  2s. 

1  Columbus,  the  Discoverer  of  the  New  World. 

2  Franklin,  Printer  Boy,  Statesman,  and  Philosopher. 

3  Washington,  Hero  and  Patriot. 

4  The  Puritan  Captain ;  or,  The  Story  of  Miles  Standish. 

5  Boone,  the  Backwoodsman,  the  Pioneer  of  Kentucky. 

6  The  Terror  of  the  Indians  ;  or,  Life  in  the  Backwoods. 

7  The  Hero  of  the  Prairies;  or,  The  Story  of  Kit  Carson. 

8  The  Spanish  Cavalier;  or,  De  Soto,  the  Discoverer. 

9  Through  Prairie  and  Forest ;  or,DeSaUe,  the  Pathfinder. 

10  The  Shawnee  Prophet;  or,  The  Story  of  Tecumseh. 

11  The  Buccaneer  Chiefs ;  or,  Captain  Kiddandthe  Pirates. 

12  Red  Eagle ;  or,  The  War  in  Alabama. 

13  The  Rival  Warriors  ;  Chiefs  of  the  Five  Nations. 

14  The  Indian  Princess;  or,  The  Story  of  Pocahontas. 

15  The  Mexican  Prince;  or,  The  Story  of  Montezuma. 

16  On  Board  the  "  Rocket." 


ERCKMANN-CHATRIAN    LIBRARY. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  wrapper,  price  Is.  each ;  cloth  gilt,  Is.  6d.  f 
superior  editions,  cloth  gilt,  2s.  6d.  each.  (The  2s.  6d.  editions  of  those 
marked  (*)  are  embellished  by  the  charming  Illustrations  of  SCHUYLER, 
BAYARD,  and  others,  the  addition  of  which  render  them  in  every  way 
perfect.) 


*i  Madame  Therese. 

2  The  Conscript. 
*3  The  Great  Invasion. 

4  The  Blockade. 
*5  The  States-General. 
*6  The  Country  in  Danger. 

7  Waterloo. 
*8  Dr.  Matheus. 
*9  Stories  of  the  Rhine. 
*io  Friend  Fritz. 


*n  The  Alsacian  Schoolmaster. 
*i2  The  Polish  Jew. 
13  Master  Daniel  Rock. 

15  Year  One  of  the  Republic. 

16  Citizen  Bonaparte. 

17  Confessions  of  a  Clarionet 

Player. 

18  Campaign  In  Kabylla. 

19  The  Man  Wolf. 

20  The  Wild  Huntsman. 


DOUBLE  VOL  UMES.    Crown  8vo,  picture  boards,  2s.  each. 

i  Under  Fire.  [1789-1793.    I       6  The  Burled  Treasure. 

3  The   Story   of    a    Peasant,  7  The  Old  Schoolmaster. 

5  The  Mysterious  Doctor. 


London,  New  York,  Melbourne  and  Sydney. 
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THE  STANDARD  PRIZE  LIBRARY. 


Crown  8vo,  attractively  bound,  in  cloth  gilt,  2s,  each. 

1  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.     With  Frontispiece. 

2  Evenings  at  Home.    With  many  Illustrations. 

3  Grimm's  Fairy  Tales.    With  many  Illustrations. 

4  Robinson  Crusoe.     Memoir  and  no  Illustrations. 

5  Sandford  and  Merton.    With  many  Illustrations. 

6  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.     100  Illustrations. 

7  The  Swiss  Family  Robinson.    200  Illustrations. 

8  Willis  the  Pilot.     Sequel  to  the  above.     Illustrated. 

9  Hans  Andersen's  Stories  for  the  Young.    Illustrated. 

10  Hans  Andersen's  Popular  Tales.    With  Illustrations. 

11  The  Scottish  Chiefs.    By  JANE  PORTER.     Illustrated. 

12  The  Lamplighter.    By  Miss  GUMMING.     Frontispiece. 

13  The  Wide,  Wide  World.    By  E.  WETHERELL. 

14  Queechy.    By  Miss  WETHERELL.     Frontispiece. 

15  Prince  of  the  House  of  David.  INGRAHAM.  Illustrated. 

16  Two  Years  before  the  Mast.    By  R.  H.  DANA. 

17  Stepping  Heavenward.    By  E.  PRENTISS. 

18  The  Pillar  of  Fire.    INGRAHAM.     Illustrated. 

19  The  Throne  of  David.    Ditto.        Illustrated. 

20  Little  Women.    Miss  ALCOTT.    With  Frontispiece. 

21  Good  Wives.     Sequel  to  above.     With  Frontispiece. 

22  Melbourne  House.    By  Miss  WETHERELL. 

23  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.    Illustrated. 

24  From  Log  Cabin  to  White  House:  Life  of  Garfield. 

25  Prince  Goldenblade  :  A  Fairy  Story.  Sir  G.  CAMPBELL. 

26  Two  Thrones  ;  o-r,  Rebellion  and  Loyalty.     Illustrated. 

27  Great  Kings  and  Great  Preachers.    Illustrated. 

28  Great  Heroes  and  Gallant  Fights.    Illustrated. 

29  Memorable  Events  in  British  History.    Illustrated. 

30  Days  of  Yore.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

31  Hero  of  a  Hundred  Fights.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

32  Papers  for  Thoughtful  Girls.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

33  Girlhood  and  Womanhood.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

34  Heroines  in  Obscurity.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

35  The  Diamond  Rose.    By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

36  Franklin  :  Printer  Boy  and  Statesman.    J.  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

37  Washington  :  Hero  and  Patriot.     By  J.  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 

38  England's  Hero:  Life  of  General  Gordon.     Illustrated. 

39  Fifty  Famous  Women.     With  Portraits. 

40  Famous  People  and  Famous  Places.    Illustrated. 

41  Columbus,  Discoverer  of  America.  J. S.C.ABBOTT.  Illust. 

42  Life  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte.    By  J.  G.  LOCKHART. 

43  Stanley  in  Tropical  Africa.     By  R.  SMITH.     Illust. 

44  The  Handy  Book  of  Natural  History.    Illustrated. 

45  Fifty  Celebrated  Men.     With  Portraits. 
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THE  LILY  SERIES. 


Very  attractively  bound  in   cloth,  with  design  in  gold  and  silver,  price 

Is.  Od.  ;  also  in  cloth  gilt,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  2s. ; 

or  ornamental  wrapper,  Is. 

Forming  admirable  Volumes  for  School  Prizes  and  Presents  to 
Young  Ladies. 


The  design  of  this  Series  is  to  include  no  books  except  such  as  are 
peculiarly  adapted,  by  their  hi°h  tone,  pure  taste,  and  thorough  principle , 
to  be  read  by  those  Persons,  young  and  eld,  who  look  upon  books  as  -upon 
their  friends— only  worthy  to  be  received  into  the  Family  Circle  for  their 
good  qualities  and  excellent  characters.  So  many  -volumes  now  issue  front 
the  press  low  in  tone  and  lax  in  morality  that  it  is  especially  incumbent  on 
all  who  would  avoid  the  taint  of  such  hurtful  matter  to  select  carefully 
the  books  they  would  themselves  read  «r  introduce  to  their  households. 
j  In  view  of  this  design,  no  author  whose  name  is  not  a  guarantee  of  the 
I  real  worth  and  pitrity  of  his  or  her  work,  or  whose  book  has  not  been  sub~ 
j  jected  to  a  rigid  examination,  is  admitted  into  "  THE  LILY  SERIES." 


1  A  Summer  in   Leslie   Goldthwaite's   Life.    By  Mrs. 

WHITNEY. 

2  The  Gayworthys:  A  Story  of  Threads  and  Thrums.  Ditto 

3  Faith  Gartney's  Girlhood.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

4  The  Gates  Ajar.    By  ELIZABETH  STUART  PHELPS. 

5  Little  Women.    By  LOUSIA  M.  ALCOTT. 

6  Good  Wives.     Sequel  to  "  Little  Women."    By  the  same. 

7  Alone.    By  MARION  HARLAND. 

8  I've  Been  Thinking.    By  A.  S.  ROE. 

9  Ida  May.    By  MARY  LANGDON. 

10  The  Lamplighter.    By  Miss  GUMMING. 

11  Stepping  Heavenward.    By  E.  PRENTISS. 

12  Gypsy  Breynton.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." 

13  Aunt  Jane's  Hero.    Author  of  "Stepping  Heavenward." 

14  The  Wide,  Wide  World.    By  Miss  WETHERELL. 

15  Queechy.      By  the  Author  of  "  The  Wide,  Wide  World." 

16  Looking  Round.  By  the  Author  of  "  I've  been  Thinking." 

17  Fabrics:     A  Story  of  To-Day. 

18  Our  Village :  Tales.     By  Miss  MITFORD. 

19  The  Winter  Fire.     By  ROSE  PORTER. 

20  The  Flower  of  the  Family.     By  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS. 

21  Mercy  Gliddon's  Work.     Author  of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." 

22  Patience  Strong's  Outings.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 
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Price         THE  LILY  SERIES— continued. 

23  Something  to  Do.  By  the  Author  of  "Little  Women," 

24  Gertrude's  Trial.    By  MARY  JEFFERIS. 

25  The  Hidden  Path.    By  the  Author  of  "  Alone." 

26  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin.  By  Mrs.  H.  B.  STOWE. 

27  Fireside  and  Camp  Stories.  Author  of  "  Little  Women." 

28  The  Shady  Side.     By  a  Pastor's  Wife. 

29  The  Sunny  Side.    By  H.  TRUSTA. 

30  What  Katy  Did.   By  SUSAN  COOLIDGE. 

31  Fern  Leaves  from  Fanny's  Portfolio. 

32  Shadows  and  Sunbeams.    By  FANNY  FERN. 

33  What  Katy  Did  at  School.    By  SUSAN  COOLIDGE. 

34  Shiloh  ;  or,  Without  and  Within.     By  Mrs.  W.  M.  L.  JAY. 

35  Pressing  Heavenward.    By  Mrs.  E.  PRENTISS. 

36  Gypsy's  Sowing  and  Reaping.  By  E.  STUART  PHELPS. 

37  Gypsy's  Cousin  Joy.     Bythesame. 

38  Gypsy's  Year  at  the  Golden  Crescent     By  the  same. 

39  Miss  Edgeworth's  Moral  Tales. 

40  Miss  Edgeworth's  Popular  Tales. 

41  The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David.    INGRAHAM. 

42  Anna  Lee.    By  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 

43  The  Throne  of  David.    By  the  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM. 

44  The  Pillar  of  Fire.    By  the  Rev.  J.  H.  INGRAHAM. 

45  Prudence  Palfrey.    By  T.  B.  ALDRICH. 

46  A  Peep  at  Number  Five.    By  H.  TRUSTA. 

47  Marjorie's  Quest.    ByjEANNiE  T.  GOULD. 

48  Our  Village :  Country  Pictures.1    By  Miss  MITFORD. 

49  Woman  Our  Angel.     Sequel  to  "  Looking  Round." 

50  How   Marjory    Helped.    By  M.  CARROLL. 

51  Mabel  Vaughan.     By  the  Author  of  "  The  Lamplighter." 

52  Melbourne  House.   Author  of  "The  Wide,  Wide  World." 

53  Father  Clement.    By  GRACE  KENNEDY. 

54  Dunallan.    By  GRACE  KENNEDY. 

55  From  Jest  to  Earnest.    By  Rev.  E.  P.  ROE. 

56  Jessamine.    By  MARION  HARLAND. 

57  Miss  Gilbert's  Career.    By  J.  G.  HOLLAND. 

58  The  Old  Helmet.    Author  of  "  The  Wide,  Wide  World." 

59  Forging  their  Own  Chains.    By  C.  M.  CORNWALL. 

60  Daisy.  Sequel  to  "  Melbourne  House."  By  E.  WETHERELL. 

61  Our  Helen.    By  SOPHIE  MAY. 

62  That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's.    By  Mrs.  F.  H.  BURNETT. 

63  The  Years  that  are  Told.     By  ROSE  PORTER. 

64  Near  to  Nature's  Heart.    By  Rev.  E.  P.  ROE. 

65  Esther  Douglas.    By  MARY  BASKIN. 

66  A  Knight  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.   By  E.  P.  ROE. 

67  Released.     By  the  Author  of  "Esther  Douglas." 

68  Quinnebasset  Girls.     By  ROSE  PORTER. 
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THE  LILY  SERIES — continued. 

69  Helen.    By  MARIA  EDGEWORTH. 

70  The  Fairchild  Family.    By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD. 

71  Presto n  Tower.     By  Author  of  "  Margaret  Catchpole." 

72  Godwyn's  Ordeal.    By  Mrs.  J.  KENT  SPENDER. 

73  Madeleine  :  A  Story  of  French  Love. 

74  Onward  to  the  Heights  of  Life. 

75  From  Different  Standpoints.    By  "PANSY." 

76  Carl  Krinken.    By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL.  , 

77  Without  a  Home.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

78  Her  Wedding  Day.    By  MARION  HARLAND. 

79  His  Sombre  Rivals.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

80  Odd  or  Even.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

81  Julamerk.    By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

82  Martyrs  of  Carthage.    By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

83  The  Nun.    By  Mrs.  SHERWOOD. 

84  The  Basket  of  Flowers. 

85  Autobiography  of  a  £5  Note.    By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

86  Pilgrims  of  New  England.    By  Mrs.  WEBB. 

87  Only  a  Dandelion.    By  Mrs.  PRENTISS. 

88  Follow  Me.    By  Mrs.  PRENTISS. 

89  Nidworth.    By  Mrs.  PRENTISS. 

90  Nellie  of  Truro.    A  Tale  from  Life. 

91  An  Original  Belle.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

92  Barriers  Burned  Away.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

93  Opening  a  Chestnut  Burr,     By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

94  What  Can  She  Do  ?    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

95  A  Day  of  Fate.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

96  A  Face  Illumined.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

97  He  Fell  in  Love  with  his  Wife.    By  E.  P.  ROE. 

98  Driven  Back  to  Eden.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

99  What  Katy  Did  Next.    By  SUSAN  COOLIDGE. 

100  Christine's  Crook.    By  SELINA  S.  HAMER. 

101  Ben-Hur.    By  LEW  WALLACE. 

102  Four  Girls  at  Chautauqua.    By  "PANSY." 

103  The  Chautauqua  Girls  at  Home.     By  "  PANSY." 

104  Christie's  Christmas.     By  "PANSY." 

105  True  to  the  Best.     By  ANNIE  N.  PRICE. 

106  Drone's  Honey.    By  SOPHIE  MAY. 

107  An  Endless  Chain.    By  "PANSY." 

108  Ruth  Erskine's  Crosses.    By  "PANSY." 

109  Links  in  Rebecca's  Life.    By  "PANSY." 

no  Mrs.  Solomon  Smith  Looking  On.    By  "PANSY." 
in  The  Earth  Trembled.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

112  The  Gates  Between.    By  ELIZABETH  STUART  PHELPS. 

113  Found,  yet  Lost.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

114  Three  People.    By  "PANSY." 

115  Ester  Ried.    By  "  PANSY." 
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116  Ester  Ried  yet  Speaking.    By  "PANSY." 

117  Julia  Ried.    By  "PANSY." 

U8  The  Fair  God.     By  the  Author  of  "Ben-Hur." 

119  Sense  and  Sensibility.    By  JANE  AUSTEN. 

120  Pride  and  Prejudice.    By  JANE  AUSTEN. 

121  Emma.     By  JANE  AUSTEN. 

122  Northanger  Abbey.    By  JANE  AUSTEN. 

124  Honoured  in  the  Breach.    By  JULIA  MAGRUDER. 

125  An  Unexpected  Result.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

126  Naomi.    By  Mrs.  J.  B.  WEBB. 

127  Beulah.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

128  Infelice.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

129  Miss  Lou.     By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

130  Jim  the  Parson.    By  E.  BEDELL  BENJAMIN. 

131  St.  Elmo.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

13?  At  the  Mercy  of  Tiberius.    By  A.  J.  E.  WILSON. 

133  Vashti.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

134  Macaria.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

135  Inez.    By  AUGUSTA  J.  EVANS  WILSON. 

136  Elrad,  the  Hie.    By  JOSEPH  HOCKING. 

137  Holden  with  the  Cords.    By  Mrs.  W.  M.  L.  JAY. 

138  Wise  and  Otherwise.    By  "PANSY." 

139  The  King's  Daughter.    By  "PANSY.' 

140  The  Hall  in  the  Grove.    By  "  PANSY." 

141  A  New  Graft  on  the  Family  Tree.    By  "PANSY." 

142  Hope  and  Rest.    By  ELIZABETH  WETHERELL. 

143  A  Young  Girl's  Wooing.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

144  Taken  Alive.    By  EDWARD  P.  ROE. 

145  Interrupted.    By  "PANSY." 

146  The  Man  of  the  House.    By  "PANSY." 

147  The  Pocket  Measure.    By  "PANSY." 

148  Household  Puzzles.    By  "PANSY." 

150  Tip  Lewis  and  his  Lamp.    By  "  PANSY." 

151  Sidney  Martin's  Christmas.    By  "PANSY." 

152  Little  Fishers.    By  "  PANSY." 

153  Spun  from  Fact.    By  "PANSY." 

154  The  Randolphs.    By  "PANSY." 

155  Echoing  and  Re-echoing.    By  FAYE  HUNTINGDON. 

156  Ascutney  Street.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 

157  Mark  Hale,  Shoemaker.    By  MARION  HARLAND. 

158  One  Commonplace  Day.    By  "PANSY." 

159  Hedged  with  Thorns.    By  C.  J.  HAMILTON. 

160  Crissy's  Endeavour.    By  "PANSY." 

161  A  Sevenfold  Trouble.    By  "PANSY." 

162  In  the  Cheering-up  Business.    By  MARY  C.  LEE. 

163  The  Pot  of  Gold.    By  MARY  E.  WILKINS. 

164  A  Golden  Gossip.    By  Mrs.  WHITNEY. 
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THE    FRIENDLY   COUNSEL   SERIES. 


From,  first  to  last  the  effort  has  been,  and  will  be,  to  make  the 
FRIENDLY  COUNSEL  SERIES  a  practical  illustration  of  the  homely  truth 
that  "  A  Friend  in  Need  is  a  Friend  Indeed.''''  The  object  has  been  kept  in 
view  to  spread  abroad  for  the  reading  public  the  good  words  of 'the  present , 
and  preserve  for  them  the  wisdom  of  the  past. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  price  Is.  6d.  each  ;  fancy  wrapper,  Is, 

(Those  marked  thus  (*)  can  also  be  had  in  cloth,  extra  gilt  side,  back,  and 

edges,  price  2s.  6d.  each.) 

1  *Timothy  Titcomb's  Letters  addressed  to  Young 

People. 

2  *Beecher's   Lectures  to  Young   Men.      By  HENR* 

WARD  BEECHER,  Author  of  "  Life  Thoughts." 

3  *Getting  On    in  the  World  ;  or,  Hints  on   Success  in 

Life.    By  WILLIAM  MATHEWS,  LL.D.    First  Series. 

4  *Cobbett's  Advice  to  Young  Men.    Notes  and  Memoir. 

5  UrbanS  ;  or,  The  Pastor  and  his  Friends.     By  the  Author 

of  ' '  Stepping  Heavenward." 

6  How  to  Make  a  Living.    By  GEORGE  GARY  EGGLESTON. 

7  Hufeland's  Art  of  Prolonging  Life.     By  Dr.  HUFE- 

LAND.     Revised. 

8  *Foster's  Decision  of  Character,  and  other  Essays. 

With  Life  of  the  Author  and  Notes. 

9  *GettingOn  in  the  World.    MATHEWS.    Second  Series. 

10  *How  to  Excel  in  Business  ;  or,  The  Clerk's  Instructor. 

By  JAMES  MASON. 

11  *Todd's  Student's  Manual.     Notes  by  the  Author. 

12  *How  to   Excel  in-Study ;  or,  The  Student's  Instructor. 

By  JAMES  MASON,  Author  of  "  How  to  Excel  in  Business,"  &c. 

13  Money :  How  to  Get,  How  to  Use,  and  How  to  Keep  it. 

14  *Oratory   and  Orators.       By  W.   MATHEWS,  LL.D. 

Edited  by  J.  W.  KIRTON,  LL.D. 

17  Todd's  Sunday    School   Teacher.      By  Rev.   JOHN 

TODD,  D.D. 

18  Todd's  Lectures  for  Children.     By  Rev.  JOHN  TODD. 

19  Todd's  Simple  Sketches  and  Truth  Made  Simple. 

20  Stepping  Stones  to  Thrift  :   A  Guide  to  Success  in 

Life. 

21  On  the  Threshold.     By  Rev.  T.  T.  MUNGER,  Author  of 

"  The  Freedom  of  Faith."     (Paper,  Is.;  cloth,  2s.) 

22  Cheerful    Homes:    How  to  Get  and  Keep  them.      By 

the  Author  of  "Buy  your  Own  Cherries."    Illustrated.    (Paper, 
Is.  ;  cloth,  2s.) 

23  Rays  of  Sunshine  for  Every  Home.    By  the  Author 

of  "  Buy  your  Own  Cherries."     Illustrated. 

24  Beeton's  Art  of  Public  Speaking. 

25  Beeton's  British  Orators  and  Oratory. 
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1  A  Journey  into  the  Interior  of  the  Earth.     VERNE. 

2  The  English  at  the  North  Pole.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

3  The  Ice  Desert.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

4  Five  Weeks  in  a  Balloon.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

5  The  Mysterious  Document.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

6  On  the  Track.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

7  Among  the  Cannibals.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

8  Twenty  Thousand  Leagues  Under  the  Sea.  Part  I. 
9 Part  II. 

10  From  the  Earth  to  the  Moon.     By  JULES  VERNE. 

11  Around  the  World  in  Eighty  Days.    By  JULES  VERNE. 

12  Two  Years  Before  the  Mast.    By  R.  H.  DANA. 

13  Round  the  Moon.     By  JULES  VERNE. 

14  Sandford  and  Merton.    Illustrated. 

15  Baron  Munchausen  :  His  Travels  and  Adventures.  Ulust 

16  Robinson  Crusoe.    With  many  Engravings. 

17  A  Boy's  Life  Aboard  Ship,  as  it  is.    Illustrated. 

18  Life  in  a  Whaler:  Adventures  in  Tropical  Seas.     Illus,. 

19  Grimm's  Fairy  Tales.    Illustrated. 

20  The  Marvels  of  Nature.    With  400  Engravings. 

21  Wonders  of  the  World.     With  123  Engravings. 

22  The  Boy's  Own  Book  of  Manufactures  and  Indus 

tries  of  the  World.    With  365  Engravings. 

23  Fifty  Celebrated  Men.   With  Portraits  and  other  niusta. 

24  Great  Inventors.    With  109  Engravings. 

25  The  Boy's   Handy   Book  of   Games.    Illustrated 

26  The  Boy's  Handy  Book  of  Natural  History.    Illura. 

27  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress.    100  Engravings. 

28  Evenings  at  Home.     With  many  Engravings. 

29  Famous  Boys.     With  Portraits,  &c. 

30  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.    Illustrated. 

31  Andersen's  Popular  Tales.    Illustrated. 
3ia  Andersen's  Fairy  Stories.    Illustrated. 

32  Andersen's  Stories  for  the  Young.    Illustrated. 

33  The  Young  Marooners.   By  F.  GOULDING.  Illustrated. 

34  The  Crusades  and  Crusaders.  ByJ.  G.  EDGAR.  lilust. 

36  Lion  Hunting.     By  JULES  GERARD.     Illustrated. 

37  The  Backwoodsman.    By  Sir  C.  F.  L.  WRAXALL. 

39  The  Boy's  Book  of  Modern  Travel  and  Adventure. 

40  From  Log  Cabin  to  White  House.    Illustrated. 
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41  The   Little   Ragamuffins  of  Outcast   London.    By 

JAMES  GREENWOOD.    Illustrated. 

42  England's  Hero  and  Christian  Soldier:  The  Life  of 

General  GORDON.    Maps  and  Engravings. 

43  Wild  Sports  of  the  World.  GREENWOOD.   Illustrated. 

44  Brave  British  Soldiers  and  the  Victoria  Cross.  Do. 

45  Silas  Horner's  Adventures.  GREENWOOD.  Illustrated. 

46  Robinson  Crusoe.    Demy  8vo.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

47  The  Noble  Wife  ;  or,  Faithful  unto  Death.    lUustrated. 

48  The  Triumph  of  Truth  ;  or,  Honesty  the  Best  Policy. 

49  The  Faithful  Servant;  or,  The  King  and  the  Peasant. 

50  The  Widow's  Son  ;  or,  Bread  upon  the  Waters.     Illust. 

51  The  Greek  Slave;  or,  Filial  Love.    lUustrated. 

52  The  Hero  Martyr;  or,  The  Faithful  Protestant.     Illust. 

53  The  Pilgrim  Kings  ;  or,  The  Star  of  Bethlehem.     Illust. 

54  The  Child's  Life  of  Jesus  Christ.    Illustrated. 

55  The  Good  Sailor  Boy;  or,  Adventures  of  Charley  Moram.. 

56  The  Christian  Prince:  A  Historical  Narrative.     niuta. 

57  The  Faithful  Missionary;  or,  Life  in  Greenland.  IUust. 

58  The  Boy  Pilot:  An  Iceland  Narrative.     Illustrated. 

59  Fidelity  Rewarded.    By  FRANZ  HOFFMANN.     Illust. 

60  Virtue  Triumphant;  or,  Anton,  the  Fisherman.    Illust. 

61  Famous  Friendships  of  Eminent  Men  and  Women.  Do. 

62  Romantic  Tales  of  Royal  'Palaces.    Illustrated. 

63  Notable  Women  of  Our  Own  Time.    Portraits. 

64  Life  of  W.  E.  Gladstone.    By  G.  R.  EMERSON. 

65  Fifty  Famous  Women.    With  Portraits. 

66  Children  at  Jerusalem.    By  Mrs.  HOLMAN  HUNT. 

67  Bible  Heroes.     Edited  by  Dr.  J.  W.  KIRTON. 

68  First  Heroes  of  the  Cross.    Ed.  by  Dr.  J.  W.  KIRTON. 

69  Thrilling  Adventures  in  the  Arctic  Regions.  Illust. 

70  In  Search  of  Franklin.    Illustrated. 

71  The  Sailor  Hero.     By  Captain  ARMSTRONG. 

72  The  History  of  the  Anglo-Saxons.  FRANCIS  PALGRAVE. 

73  True  Royalty  :  Life  of  the  Queen.    KIRTON.  Illustrated. 

74  The  Marvels  of  the  Elements.     Profusely  Illustrated. 

75  Marvels  of  Heat,  Light  and  Sound.    Profusely  Illust. 

76  Marvels  of  Invention  and  Scientific  Puzzles.  Illust. 

77  Marvels  of  Earth,  Air  and  Water.     Illustrated. 

78  The  Tiger  Slayer.     By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

79  The  Last  of  the  Incas.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

80  Pirates  of  the  Prairie.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

81  The  Prairie  Flower.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

82  The  Trapper's  Daughter.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

83  The  White  Scalper.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

84  The  Indian  Chief.    By  GUSTAVE  AIMARD. 

85  Hunting   Adventures.     By   "THE  OLD  SHEKARRY." 

86  The  Hero  of  the  Prairies.    Illustrated. 
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87  Marvels  of  Geology  Sc  Physical  Geography.  Illust. 
88  Marvels  of  Animal  and  Plant  Life.     Illustrated. 
89  Marvels  of  Electricity  and  Magnetism.    Illustrated. 
90  Marvels  of  Astronomy.     Profusely  Illustrated. 
91  Masters  in  History.     By  Rev.  PETER  ANTON. 
92  Great  Novelists.    By  JAMES  C.  WATT. 
93  Life  of  Thomas  Carlyle.    By  H.  J.  NICOLL. 
94  England's  Essayists.    By  Rev.  PETER  ANTON. 
95  Brilliant  Speakers.    By  H.  J.  NICOLL. 
96  Great  Scholars.    By  H.  J.  NICOLL. 
97  Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakespeare. 
98  On  Board  the  "  Rocket."    By  R.  C.  ADAMS.     Illust 
99  True  Nobility:  Life  of  LORD  SHAFTESBURY.     By  Dr. 

J.  W.  KIRTON.     Illustrated. 

ioo  Life  of  John  Bright.    By  F.  WATT,  M.A.     Illustrated. 
101  Willis  the  Pilot.    Sequel  to  "Swiss  Family  Robinson." 
102  The  Way  to  Victory.     Edited  by  Dr.  KIRTON. 
103  Columbus,  the  Discoverer.  ByJ.  S.  C.ABBOTT. 
104  The  Puritan  Captain.    ByJ.  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 
105  Prince  Goldenblade:  A  Fairy  Story.     CAMPBELL. 
106  Stanley  in  Tropical  Africa.    By  R.  SMITH.     Illust. 
107  Washington  :  Hero  and  Patriot.     ByJ.  S.  C.  ABBOTT. 
108  The  Red,  Brown,  and  Black  Men  of  America  and 

Australia.     By  G.  T.  BETTANY,  M.A.    Illustrated. 

109  The  Dark  Peoples  of  a  Land  of  Sunshine;  or,  The 

Natives  of  Africa.     By  G.  T.  BETTANY,  M.A.     Illustrated. 

1  10  Captain  Cook's  First  Voyage  Round  the  World, 
in  Never  Say  Die.    By  CECIL  MARRYAT  NORRIS. 
112  The  Good  Soldier:  Life  of  General  HAVELOCK. 
113  Martyrs  of  the  Indian  Rebellion.    Illustrated. 
114  Famous  Heroes  in  Field  and  Forum.     Illustrated. 
115  Benjamin  Franklin.    By  J.  S.  C.  ABBOTT.     Illust. 
116  A  Prince  of  Pioneers:  (Daniel  Boone.)  J.  S.  C.ABBOTT. 

TEMPERANCE  GIFT  BOOK  SERIES. 

A  very  Cheap  Series  of  Books,  admirably  adapted  for  Sunday  School 
Prizes  and  Rewards,  both  from  their  unexceptionable  tone  and  the  attrac 
tive  style  in  which  they  are  produced. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  Frontispiece,  Is.  6d.  each. 

i  Jim,  the  Parson.    By  E.  B.  BENJAMIN. 
2  Only  Give  me  a  Chance.    By  Dr.  J.  W.  KIRTON. 
3  Ten  Nights  in  a  Bar  Room.    By  T.  S.  ARTHUR. 
4  The  Barton  Experiment.     ByJ.  HABBERTON. 
5  The  Mysterious  Parchment.     Edited  by  Dr.  KIRTON. 
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